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ARMOUR & COMPANY 


“VANITY FAIR” is the title of the Armour Calendar for 1911. With pencil, 

crayon and brush, Penrhyn Stanlaws, C. Allan Gilbert, James Montgomery 
Flagg and Henry Hutt have delineated our American Girl at that most interesting 
moment when enraptured with her new Hat, her new Dress, her new Jewels and 
box of freshly cut flowers. She is both charmed and charming. These four illustra- 
tions have an exquisitely designed cover in colors by Walter Ufer, using the peacock 
and rosebush to embody the idea contained in the calendar. 


No calendar from the highest priced art shops can excel it in artistic merit and 
attractiveness—it is admitted to be the acme of the printer’s art, and this we offer 
free to you. 


How to Get It Art Proofs for Framing 


Send in three wrappers from Armour’s Transparosa, Sylvan We have reproduced a limited number of these drawings 
; on extra size paper, with all printing left off. These are ideal for 


framing. We will send the one you select, prepaid, for 25 
cents in stamps, and we will send the calendar by return mail. cents, or the set, with a calendar, for $1.00. 


Toilet or Supertar Soap, with 4 cents to cover postage, or 25 


We Make This Offer to Enable You to be Better Acquainted With the 
Armour Toilet Articles 


For as the pictured beauties of the calendar are enrap- All that the most exacting woman could demand for sham- 
tured with their new possessions, so will you be enraptured poo, bath and dressing table is found in these master-productions 
with the purity and delicacy of the Armour toilet articles when of the famous Armour laboratories. They set a new standard of 
you have tried them. perfection. 


Sylvan toilet soap 
is an absolutely pure 
product of the Ar- 
mour laboratories. 


m  Transparosa is a 
} clear, amber trans- 
parent soap, per- 
fumed with an 
especially delicate 
ing effect upon the attar of rose. It is 
skin is marvelous. It may be had in any carefully seasoned and lathers plentifully 
one of six delicate perfumes: heliotrope, in the hardest water. 

rose, sandalwood, carnation, violet, lilac. All dealers carry 

Armour Toilet Articles 


Supertar represents 
* the absolute perfec- 
tion of a shampoo 
soap. It is made 
from triple - distilled 
extract of Southern 
Pine Tar, and affords 
a plentiful, pure white lather. It is in the 
highest degree beneficial to the scalp, leav- 
ing the hair soft, fluffy and lustrous. 


Its cleansing, soften- 


ARMOUR ^b COMPANY 
Dept. of Toilet Soap CHICAGO 


SECTION V 


“DICTIONARY 
OF THOUGHTS” 


How often have you wanted a thought on some 
subject? Every line an inspiration. A book that 
holds 16,000 of the best Thoughts of 1,775 of the 
world’s greatest Thinkers (ancient and modern) on 
over 1,000 subjects. When you want a thought on 
any subject, look for it just as you would for a 
word in the Dictionary. 

Y If you want to find the 

thoughts of any par- 

ticular author, the 

Author's Reference 

Index gives the 

pages. Used by 
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advertising, and to the mer- 
chant who believes adver- 
tising is a machination of 
magazine publishers it ought 
to point a moral. 
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exactly 105 years ago in the 
Philadelphia True American, 
the following: 


“An old gentleman, whose father 
attended more to teaching his son 
the methods of accumulating 
riches than knowledge, lived some 
time since in a town in one of the 
eastern states. 


with Air and when- fresh 
weigh as much as they look. 
because they are Full of 
Water. Open one of them 
and see it lose weight day 
by day as the Water 
Evaporates. WHY? 
Let us. quote:.an’adver- 
tisement from the Soap 


“From application and industry 
he amassed a property of about 
20,000 dollars: although not able 
either to read or write, he never 
hired a clerk, but had always been 
in the habit of keeping his own 
books. He had invented some 


few characters for the purpose of 
conveying his ideas to himself and 
others: they were formed as nearly 
similar to the shape of the article 
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sold as the nature of the circum- 
stance would admit. 
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: “Stop there,’ says the customer, 

I never had a cheese from you or 
any other person—I make my own 
cheese.’ 


Victor-Victrola XI, $100 
Mahogany or oak 


j ns ‘You certainly must have had 
it,’ said the merchant, ‘it is down 
in my book.’ 


“The other denied ever buying 
an article of that kind. After a 
sufficient number of pros and cons, 
upon recollection, the customer 
informed the merchant that he be- 
lieved he had purchased a GRIND- 
STONE about that time. 


“Tsis the very thing,’ said the 
merchant, ‘and I must have for- 
gotten to put THE HOLE IN 
THE MIDDLE.’” 


This conveys the lesson that if 
one owns an umbrella it is unneces- 
Sary, just because our forefathers 
had no such protection, to leave it 
at home when it rains. 
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Give Your Self This Christmas 


SUGGEST this Christmas 

a novel gift, the value of 

which will be as great as 

was the wonder-working 
wand of Ariel. Instead of all those materiai presents which you have 
hitherto given your husband, children, relatives, friends, suppose this 
Christmas you give your self, your best self! 

For many years Christmas has been a time of rush, worry, and 
nervous strain with you. You have spent time, nerves and cash buy- 
ing expensive mechanical toys for your children. Result, they become 
destructive. Or if they do not, they certainly become less inventive, 
less satisfied with simple things. You have worked your self into a 
state of nervous irritability making presents for near and absent 
friends. They feel obligated to do the same for you. Many of their 
presents are misfits. They are duplicates, or they are useless, and 
they litter the house and make useless work for the servants. The 
presents you send them may be equally unfit. Even if they are more 
fit, you badly needed that time to develop your self, to keep young, 
sympathetic, well balanced, to make your self an interesting and help- 
ful companion to those nearest you. 

You have so much candy and fruit cake that your household be- 
comes bilious, cross and ends by taking calomel, which contains a 
strong poison. You buy presents which you present to certain people, 
saying “these came from the children”. In some cases, “the children” 
do not even know that the gift was made. Yet you claim to believe 
in the kindergarten, whose fundamental is, that the children them- 
selves, with loving patience and unselfishness, must make the gifts 
which they bestow. 


Take Care of Your Mind and Soul 


OU buy books. Yet those helpful and charming books which were 
given you or your children last Christmas have been only hur- 
riedly read. Not read and reread, until their beauty and no- 

bility become part of the reader's nature. 

So in hurry, worry, and overeating, Christmas arrives and passes, 
leaving, in the majority of cases, no wholesome influence, no charm- 
ing and hallowed memories. 

Now you consider carefully in making investments, that you 
may get your money’s worth. You are always eager to adopt the 
new fashion, no matter how ugly or inconvenient it may be. 

Be equally eager to find new and better fashions for your mind 
and soul. Before you can make the wisest presents to your friends, 
you must make to your self a present—a gift of your self, your 
best self. You now make yourself many presents. Tucks, embroid- 
eries, hats, plumes, dresses, necklaces, bracelets—how many! Omit 
some of these. Give your famished mind and heart leisure, new 
knowledge, stronger will, higher aspirations. 

For this one Christmas, at least, give no distracting metal gun, or 
horse or wagon. They keep you uneasy, lest the children scratch the 
woodwork, or they so rack your nerves that at last you pettishly tell 
them “to put those things up”. A young child will be just as well 
contented with a pasteboard shoe box, with a string tied to it, inside 
being a cardboard Teddy Bear, or paper dolls, or “groceries” he is 
bringing from the store, or letters he is distributing, for a dozen other 
uses. I know, for I have seen this tried too often. 

You give your children material presents. What else do you give 
them during the year? How much of your companionship do you 
give them? Froebel says you must “live with your children”, and you 
profess to believe in Froebel. Oh! yes, I know it takes time to “live 
with children”. How well do I know it. You will need time, not 
only for the actual companionship with them, but in preparation for 
that companionship. You will need sympathy, patience, imagination, 
firmness and an endless amount of knowledge. That you may pos- 
sess these, you should do some reading about children’s natures. You 
should learn, profit, by the trials, failures and successes of other 
mothers. The physician spends much time fitting himself for his 
profession, the lawyer for his. The business man sometimes works a 
year or so for others for nothing that he may learn his business. The 
mother can hardly do her best, with no knowledge but her own. 

You will need many-sided knowledge to tell, play and act stories 
with them; for all children whom I have known intimately, want 
stories, stories, stories, until I sometimes feel I must be a machine 
in order to turn them out fast enough. But there is this blessed fact 
about children, they may hear the same story over and over again, 
until they correct you if you omit a pronoun or adjective, and still 
they call for that story. Another fact is, that they will be satisfied 
with almost anything you hear, see or read, if you possess a kind 
heart, observation, imagination and a sense of the fitness of things. 
The nature which you observe, newspapers, magazines, books which 
you read, travels which you enjoy, all teem with facts, incidents, which, 
properly sifted, may make wholesome and charming stories. 

A few years ago the entire country was engrossed and shocked 
by a certain long drawnout trial. One evening the daily paper con- 
tained a picture of the wayward son and his aged mother, the big 
tears streaming down her face. Selecting certain parts, I made a 
vivid and wholesome story for very young children, first requiring 
them to do little household tasks, which they did eagerly, that they 
might hear the story. I told more of that tragic recital to a girl of 


thirteen of a good family. To my surprise and horror, I found that — 


By JULIA O'KEEFE NELSON 


life was providing her with 
knowledge -and temptations, 
which made that story timely. 

Even if your knowledge of 
Revolutionary times be but scrappy, you can tell, play and act stories 
from it, to the everlasting delight of your small hearers. 

I plead with you to give yourself, your sympathy, your compan- 
ionship to your children and family this Christmas and the ensuing 
year. Any material gift you may make them is of small value com- 
pared to this. True, in order to do this, you may have to omit some 
things. You may have to put less work on your childrens’ clothes and 
wear last year’s fashions yourself, for you will have no time for fre- 
quent visits to the dressmaker. You can belong only to those clubs 
which are vital, your friends must be few and select, and you may 
have to cut out bridge whist altogether. But heroic as the sacrifice 
may be, I beg you to make it for this Christmas at least, as an experi- 
ment and try my plan. Make no material presents this year, but 
give instead yourself, your rested, enlightened, sympathetic nobler 
self, and see if those about you do not appreciate the change. 

You make material presents to your friends. What else do you 
give them during the year? In your companionship, what do they 
find that is worth while? What of true knowledge, of human nature, 
what appreciation of noble character, what protest against wrong, 
what work for civic betterment? You make Christmas offerings to 
your church. What is your influence worth to that church during the 
ensuing year? What positive stand for everyday righteousness do you 
take? How many foolish, time-wasting, injurious fads do you abso- 
lutely cut out? You make gifts to your husband. How helpful is 
your companionship to him? You have in your life rest, reading, 
calling, variety. He has nothing but grind; dry mechanical grind in 
an office the whole day long. He comes home at night dead tired. 
What do you do to cheer, entertain, refresh him? There may be 
latent in his soul some glimmering fondness for politics, or poetry or 
romance. You could encourage, develop those tastes, rest his tired 
mind, give him inspiration which he now lacks. 

I should like to see not only Christmas Day, but the whole: of 
Christmas week, celebrated in a happy, wholesome way, for the little 
children are out of school then, and the boys and girls are at home 
from college. Look at your material. Within a street car ride of 
you are Orphan Asylums, Sheltering Houses for little children whose 
mothers work from dawn to dark in mills or factories, hospitals where 
no contagious diseases are treated, but where pale little patients or 
cripples lie through all the weary days and nights. Never in their 
lives have these children known the happy, innocent joys of home life. 
Draw little pen pictures of those children, their probable past and 
poverty, their present pain and loneliness, let your children take to 
them some of their last year’s toys or picture books. 

One of the possessions of that new self is an humble mind. There- 
fore admit your past blindness, and use those last Christmas pres- 
ents as they were intended to be used. It will pay you. Examine still 
further your material for happiness this Christmas, without buying 
one new gift. In your city is a public hall, decorated with quaint 
characters from a famous book, dear to children. Your children have 
never enjoyed these characters. Near it is a magnificent building, 
with noble carving, and busts of famous men. Take your children 
through that edifice, and interest them in those historic heads. In 
another public building are glass cases gleaming with many hued min- 
erals. Some acquaintance with them, with the strange chemistry of 
nature, would make even a walk through bare fields more interesting. 


Nature as a Molder of Character 


OME of you have the fragrance of pines outside your windows and 
balmy Southern skies above you. What rambles through those 
silent pines, and thrilling games and heroic narratives, might oc- 

cur. All of them silently molding character nobly as surely as the 
chisel molds stone. You have books, books of travel, of poetry, of 
high endeavor, that rouse ambition like a trumpet, books of plant and 
insect life, strange as a romance. Those books are strangely dusty. 

Then you have Dickens, whole sets of Dickens, liberally illustrated. 
What richness! Read Dickens Christmas if you never read him at 
any other time. Read him, talk him, act him, until the children would 
know by sight weazened, miserable little Scrooge, and the tall form 
of Marley’s ghost, with its night cap and chains clanking after it, and 
the poor but happy nephew, and the transformed and happy Scrooge. 

You have health. Resolve to take good care of it and be thankful 
for it. You have some friends or relatives of whom you are fond. 
You will have them to enjoy part of Christmas week with you, letting 
them see what an ideal Christmas may be. 

You have every ingredient for a wholesome and happy Christmas, 
without even one visit to a shop. All you need is to resolve earnestly, 
solemnly, to give this one time, at least, your self to your family, 
friends, and church. Your intelligent, awakened, sympathetic, imagin- 
ative, at-leisure self. That you may the better do this during the 
Christmas season, and all the New Year, take two great truths with 
you always, “bind them about thy neck, write them upon the table of 
thy heart.” These are the two truths: 

“Know thyself,” “If you have faith as a grain of mustard seed, ye 
shall say unto this mountain, be ye removed into the sea. And it shall 
remove, and nothing shall be impossible unto you.” 
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Christmas Memories 


E ROSE quietly from the 
old lounge and stood 
gazing about him in 

EO wistful uncertainty. Then 
he smoothed his coat 
with a trembling hand 
and took a step forward. At the moment a faint cry echoed 
from upstairs where slept his youngest grandchild and at the 
murmur a smile touched his lips. 

But the habitual curve of sadness quickly erased the smile, and creeping 
into the hall he lifted his old slouch hat and placed it upon his white hair. Then 
stealthily he opened the door, closing it gently behind him as soft chimes fell upon 
bis ear; for *twas Christmas Morn and midnight an hour agone, 

He knew that his son and daughter-in-law believed him to be asleep on the 
lounge in the living-room, so he decided that before setting forth on the long 
walk back home he would linger awhile to watch the softly falling snow. He 
would not remain long; just for a few moments with his thoughts in Long Ago. 

The tears filled his eyes as a thought stirred his quivering memory—a year 
ago Elizabeth had still been with him, although her dear comradeship was draw- 
ing to its close, and her eyes were filled with a light that his could not reflect 
since she was about to leave him desolate in the home where clustered fair mem- 
ories; where echoed the melody of their long companionship and love. 

* * * * * * * * * 

When she had gone, through the spring and summer, and quite till autumn 
had merged into winter, he lingered in the old home, content if he might but re- 
main there with his memories; but an illness seized him, and but a month before 
the Christmas time his son had descended upon him and conveyed him to the 
city home where lived the daughter-in-law he had seen but once; where romped 
little children who called him “Grandfather”, and where smiled a babe from 
whose face Elizabeth’s eyes looked up at him. 

But old he was and a burden, brought to the city home only from a sense 
of duty. This plainly had he been shown, for even his son and daughter-in-law 
ceased their low-toned 
confidences at his ap- 
and often 
hastened away, leav- 
ing him alone, sick 
with misery and long- 
ing. 

So, following this 
line of inconsideration, 
even the small bed- ! 
room that first had 
been assigned to him, 
was taken for other 
purposes, the daugh- 
ter-in-law maintaining 
that the old lounge 
downstairs was a com- 
fortable resting place. 

* * x 

The chimes fell 
Sweetly on the Christ- 
Mas silence, and 
Grandfather still re- 
mained thinking. It 
had ever been his 
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method to be regardful of others, for 
so by example Elizabeth had taught him, 
and he had followed her in all her sweet 
and tender ways. So he bethought him- 
self to leave a note saying that he had 
returned to the old home that once more 
he might look upon the memory-hallowed things that thronged it. Once more 
his hand touched the door, when suddenly like a snow-flake taking form she 
came to him. Her hands were outstretched and her white hair was brushed 
smoothly from her brow. Her eyes filled with radiance, searched his as of old 
and her voice moved in rhythmic cadence with the Christmas bells. 

“Father—are you unhappy?” 

He caught his breath, sharply. , 

“Mother—Elizabeth, need that be asked,” he faltered; “Tis Christmas Eve 
and for the first time you are far from me.” 

She moved then close to him and put forth her soft hand till it touched his; 
her thin hand that so often he had averred belonged not to the worker. 

“Nay, John,” she whispered; “always I am close with you; will you follow 
me to-night that I may show you?” 

“Follow you, Elizabeth—” his voice came sobbingly; “aye, always will I 
follow you.” He paused for a moment. “And here,” he turned to the silent, 
sleeping house; “here am I not wanted.” 

The clinging hand tightened its hold, and in a moment he found himself 
walking beside her through the drifting snow. 

“Hark!” she said once; “the Christmas voices;” but his ears were not at- 
tuned so finely as hers, and’he heard nothing but the faint tolling of the bells. 

“Twas Christmas Eve, Elizabeth,” he said; twas on that eve you came 
to me—my wonder bride.” 

She answered him with a long, winsome look. “And on Christmas *twas that 
all our joys befell,” she said, and grew silent, still holding his hand and still in 
a measure leading him through the snow. 

He also fell silent, but so deep a happiness invaded his heart that he for- 
got neglects and hurts and ceased his won- 
der that for the old but a niche of suffer- 
ance is prepared, 

The sky beneath which they walked 
was heavy with stars, and once Elizabeth 
bade her companion gaze at the Bethle- 
hem guide. 

He followed her pointing finger, and 
when he could remove his eyes from the 
brilliance of the star, strangely he found 
himself in the old garden through which 
a winding path led to their home. 

Not a sound disturbed the air as they 
went; only a great white peace lay over all, 

Elizabeth still retained her husband’s 
hand and, as they reached the highest 
step, he smiled down at her. Then, at 
once, with a rush of ecstatic emotion, he 
felt the burden of his years dissolve and 
the blood of youth and strength replenish 
his veins. 

He turned to gaze at Elizabeth, and 
there stood revealed to him his bride, re- 
garding him from young and bonny eyes, 
while her crimson lips curved entranc- 
ingly. 

“And now, forever, you belong to 
me—” he cried, and stooping, he Jitted 
her and carried her over the threshold of 
their new home; a small one, yet complete 
with love and thought. 

He released her at the foot of the 
oaken stairs, and with a little murmur of 
delight she looked about her. Just above 
her head hung a sprig of mistletoe, and 
soon her eyes sought that, so that laugh- 
ingly the man lifted her round chin and 
gazed into her eyes, then kissed her and for a moment they stood hand 
in hand, wonderingly yet fearlessly gazing down the long years that 
were to be theirs together. 

* * * * * 


LANDON 


He gasped and took a step 
forward 


* * * 

And the days passed in wondrous happiness till spring cast her 
glamour over all the land. Then Elizabeth, the faintest stain of crim- 
son on her cheek, whispered her hope to the young husband. 


And he, shaken to the depths, could not answer, but held her close 


for one long moment, until at last she lifted her hand and touched 
him softly. 

And soon he found her working upon the cobwebby things that seemed 
at once so wonderful and so inadequate to him. And ever her eyes 
deepened and her mouth grew Sweeter; and sometimes he knew she hid 
her innermost thoughts even from him, so sacred were they. 

“And if *tis a boy, John,” she said one night, a month before Christ- 
mas time came again; “if ’tis a boy, so must it bear its father’s name; 
so must it be a man as its father, strong and good.” 
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With a stricture at his throat he turned his eyes 
away, as he felt that he could not raise them to her 
eminence. 

* * * * * * 

"Twas in the early evening of Christmas that she 
went from him, up the stairs to her lonely vigil; then 
others followed her, but he waited below in the room 
where she had come as his bride; he must let her go 
down into the darkness alone, while he who gladly 
would have borne her every pain, might only wait, 
held captive by a biting fear. 

Then near midnight, when his every sense was 
merged into the listening one, the Christmas bells 
rang softly on the air, as though to bid the waning 
day farewell and in their midst he heard the cry— 
the new soul was safely launched. 

And he could not then wait; but bounded up the 
stairs, and then at once remembering, curbed him- 
self and stole into the room from whence the cry had 
issued; and in a moment he was on his knees there 
beside her, while near her lay cuddled the child, the 
stranger that had come to ask all that man can give 
to that which most truly is his own. 

Elizabeth turned her wearied eyes and sent her 
own brave smile to him; and, as the beauty of it 
reached him, he put his head down on the pillow 
and reverently touched her hair, and listened to her 
soft breathing until her words reached him. 

“Tis a Christmas child, John,” she whispered, “tis 
ours;” she waited then—“ah, will you not look up 
and see your son.” 

Then he regarded the babe, but ever his gaze 
strayed back to her, who had gone to the depths; and 
because he could bear no more, quickly he rose and 
left her with their child upon her breast. 

* * * * * * 

The lad, John, was five years old before Elizabeth 
knew she was again to be blessed; and her mind was 
wonder-filled again with th: mystery of a new birth, 
and her heart beat in a hope which expressed itself 
in wistful words to her husband. 

“A tiny maid this must be, John,” she said; then 


“Merry Christmas, dear Grandfather” 


she fell to musing: “Tis strange that all our joy 
should come at Christmas time;” she looked up at 
him, quickly; “pray God, John, there comes no 
Christmas when we shall be apart.” 

A cruel pang rent him. “Nay, Elizabeth,” he cried; 
“I could not stand beneath the pain of it; let us 
ask that we be called together; for never could I 
live with you gone from me.” 

His passionate cry touched her deeply, and she 
sought to solace him. “See then, John,” she said, 
presently; “let us so love and understand now that 
when parting shall come, we may in some manner 
comfort each other; mayhap the one that goes be- 
fore can bring a meed of happiness.” 

And her words lingered with him when the second 
child was born, a wee daughter that, alas, paused but 
to look into its mother’s eyes and pass away into 
the Infinite from whence it came, 

And Elizabeth, stricken, trembling lay and wept, 
wept always for the babe she had but held, and knew 
that never again would she know the agonies and 
thrills of motherhood. 

But when weeks later she crept downstairs, 
strangely she smiled, and John would not seek the 
recesss of her heart, nor ask her why she smiled; for 


if she could she would tell him of her thoughts. 

“We have one waiting for us now,” she said, after 
a long pause, as weakly she lay in his arms, her 
thin body travail-worn; “how great a thing it is 
that we have called to life a soul quite ready to 
wing back its way again.” 

Thus she found comfort, for so always she did, 
both for him and for herself. And e’en as the years 
flew by, and their son went from them to make for 
himself a name, the old home was not lonely, for 
they had each other. 

* * * * * * 

And the many Christmas snows touched them with 
its own whiteness and oft betimes a dread filled the 
man’s heart, for now had Elizabeth become fragile 
like a rose bent beneath a breeze; and soon in great 
distress he fell to carrying her up the stairs to her 
room where she had gathered about her the bridal 
things of their youth and the toys of their son, John; 
and where near her hand, ever ready for her touch, 
lay their lost child’s clothes that so lovingly she had 
worked upon. 

And soon she knew that she must leave him, but 
ever she was filled with courage, 

“Twill not be for long, Father,” she smiled at him; 
“and brave ’tis you'll be till we meet.” 

He did not answer, but held her to him closely, 
yearningly, the fiber of his being twisted in his grief 
till he could have cried aloud. 

“And would you go from me,” he asked once; 
“Elizabeth, see, ever you shall lean on me; ever my 
love shall avail you; but stay with me, stay with me.” 

She smoothed his hair and answered him not. But 
as the time grew near and she lay upon the sofa 
in the little room with her memory-things about her, 
he spoke no more, but left her not alone in all the 
hours of night or day. 

“And now comes Christmas,” she smiled wanly at 
him on that holy day; “see, Father, how good it is; 
that on His Birthday he sends for me;” her eyes sad- 
dened as they rested on his face; “wait but a little 
while here and we shall be together again.” 

_ “Elizabeth — Eliz- 
abeth—” 

But she put out 
her worn hand to si- 
lence him. “John, I 
shall see the little 
maid, and when you 
come she will know 
her father; for so 
shall I tell her of 
you.” 

Then, shortly, she 
whispered her fare- 
well and he knew 
that he was alone 
for all time. 

And the days 
crept on as he sat 
in the room that so 
lovingly she had fit- 
ted, gleaning from 
this place and that 
the treasures of her 
youth, the memen- 
toes of her love and 
his. And soon he 
found a little sur- 
cease from his gnaw- 
ing pain, for amidst 
these memories she 
seemed closer to him. 

He sat so one 
night, bent listlessly 
from a sharp illness, 
when his son came 
and, listening not to 
his objections, bore 
him away; to the far 
city home where lived 
Janet, the wife, whom he did not weli know; where 
smiled the babe with Elizabeth’s eyes, but where, 
on sufferance only, he dwelt. l 

* * * * * = 

The whirling snowflakes still fell softly as John and 
Elizabeth stepped forth once more into the garden 
of their old home. Her hand still lay in his and, 
as they neared the gate, she spoke: 

“So has it been given us again to live the years;” 
she whispered; “and so must you grieve no more, 
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He lifted his old slouch hat 


for can we be eternally parted when so-closely here 
our lives have intertwined?” She paused; “and now 
must we return,” she confided, gently. 

“Nay, Elizabeth,” he cried, “let me but remain 
here.” 

Yet not one second did she pause. “Tis already 
growing toward sunrise,” she said; “John and his 
wife will wonder at your absence.” 

But a sadness. crept about his lips. “Elizabeth, 
they want me not,” he cried; then at her look of 
compassion, he hastened on; “believe me, I am not 
ungrateful; for during our life together many things 
you taught me; and I blame not our son, John; for 
an old man sighing for his beloved, is he not a bur- 
den?” 

But Elizabeth smiled at him gently and led him on 
through the snow. ‘They seemed to wing their way, 
for the man felt no weariness when again they stood 
before the door of the city home. On the steps they 
paused, but spoke not. And suddenly from the 
church across the way, the organ poured forth raptu- 
ous chords of joy, for now the sun had risen on 
Christmas Day. 

Together they listened till the music ceased, then 
Elizabeth spoke: “Another Christmas have we been 
together, John; and together have we lived our Christ- 
mas memories.” 

She bent and kissed him and a healing power lay 
in the soft caress; then, in the snow, he saw her 
tripping lightly away, her form at last disappearing 
from his vision, 

* * * * * * 

On Christmas morn, the children raised happy 
voices from the nursery upstairs. 

“Grandfather—Grandfather,” they called; “come up 
here; see our dolls and picture books—” 

The man downstairs turned from the window, and 
then, at their clamor, went up to them. As he 
neared the small landing above, the noise suddenly 
ceased and his son and daughter-in-law came to meet 
him. 

He glanced quickly at them: “I was answering the 
children, Janet—” he faltered to his daughter-in-law. 

Janet’s eyes sparkled and quickly she went to him. 
In a moment her arms were about him and he felt 
her soft kisses falling on his cheek. 

“Father—” she began, tremulously; “come here—” 

Obediently he followed her and waited patiently 


(Concluded on Page 38) 
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How the Strategy of “Munner” and “Daddy” Worked to 
the Entire Benefit of the Lords of the House of O’Donald 


HE Boogerman ate up the old 
i lady!” 
“Why, Baby, what old lady ?” 


“The Gran’ma lady.” 

“Oh, how awful!” 

It is such an early, sleepy time of morning, but does not one have to 
listen to startling news like that? I turn to the rabbit-skinned figure on 
the right (just ever so little bigger than the one on the left) that has 
crept into mother’s bed and cuddled down. “What does he mean, Danny?” 

And from his superior height comes, “Oh, that’s in Red Riding Hood! 
Nurse told us.” 

How stupid of me! Of course the Boogerman ate up the Gran’ma 
lady. “You precious thing—tell me another tale.” 

“Well, Brer Rabbit tum down the big road—lippity—clippity, lip- 
pity, clippity, and—” 

But the little boy upon the right takes me by the chin and turns my 

- face to him, his eyes dancing. ‘Munner! Do you know what day this is?” 

I shake my head, pretending. 

“Christmas eve!’ he shouts. “And in the morning—” 

The hand upon my left takes my chin and turns me to him. “Oh, 
Santy’s tuming down the chimney wif a big bag—all sticking out wif 
blocks, and a wagon, and er—er—candy, and a little woolly dog that says 
‘bow-wow’ !” 

Eagerly I am turned to the right. “He’s going to 
bring me some agates, and a drawing book, and lots of 
colored pencils, and a fire engine, and—but most of all, 
Munner, I want a little street car with a track, that runs 
by ‘lectricity. Will Santy bring me all that?” 

“If you are a good boy, not unless.” 

“And will he bring me a little woolly dog wif a—” 

“If you are a good boy, not unless.” 

The little sprite rises on his elbow and looks over 
at his brother, “Danny, don’t you bodder me to-day !” 

At breakfast, I look across at David and say, “It is 
going to be so quict and restful here to-day, dear. There 
are going to be two such good little boys.” 

Four pious baby eyes look up from the steaming 
oatmeal. 

“Of course,” said David, gravely. 
ways two good little boys here.” 

“But these are going to be especially good boys, 
David. Good enough for Santa to be unusually kind to. 
So good that he would even be willing to bring to one 
a little woolly dog—” 

“Wif a bow-wow,” puts in Benny, solemnly. 
“And to the other a street car on tracks——” a 
“That goes by ’lectricity!” says Danny, with suppressed enthusiasm. 
“Oh,” says David, his eyes smiling into mine, “of course that calls 
a very special sort of goodness.” 
Two hours slip by after breakfast so quietly that I begin to feel a little 
apprehensive. Such unusual behavior might do some internal injury! 
Just then Danny bursts into the room, and, in spite of the dreadful news 
he brings, his face is glowing. 

_. “Munner—Benny hit me over the head with a stick!” 

“Why, dear!” But—why are you so happy about it? It doesn’t seem 
to have injured you much.” 

He grins appreciatively, his little Irish face, with its absurd, adorable 
pug nose and long upper lip looking ridiculously like David’s when he is 
amused. “I put him in the closet for hitting me.” 

Oh, noble judge! I turn away to hide my smile. That is my way of 
punishing that little sprite. The glow on Danny’s face is explained. I 

gin to hear dismal wails proceeding from the nursery, muffled but pene- 
trating. Danny scampers back in great glee to watch the developing 
beneficent effects of his chastisement. I follow and pause at the door. 

anny puts his mouth to the key hole—following his mother’s method— 
and opens communication with the prisoner. 

“Are you sorry, Benny? Will you be a good boy if I let you out?” 

The wailing ceases and a small voice answers humbly, “Yeth, Danny.” 

But Danny’s acute ear catches a touch of sauciness in the humbleness, 
for he says, “Well, you better stay in there a little longer.” 

Up go the wails. 

“Are you sorry now, Benny?” after a few moments. 

“Yeth, Danny.” 

Danny cautiously opens the prison door, and Benny emerges demure, 
chastened, but with his blue eyes dancing—no tears in sight, though his 
misery had seemed insupportable. 

à eran,” say I, sternly, “why did you hit Danny on the head with a 
Stick ?” 

The blue eyes flash through a sudden mist of tears. “ ’Tause he said 
I touldn’t talk plain! But I tan—tan’t I, Munner?” 
Real trouble! I take him in my lap and send Danny out of the room 

second on the docket. I hold him close and kiss the dewy eyes. 
here is not anybody in all the world can talk more sweetly than my 
little boy, but you must not hit Danny, because—” - 
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Two fiercely scuffling little figures met my eye 


“Munner,” evasively, “when will I catch up—wif his—name?” 

“His name? My dear, what do ycu mean? Catch up with Danny’s 
name?” 

“Um-um.’ 
as him.” 
“Oh, why you are most as old now. You are my little man.” 
“Well, Danny says I aint nothing but a baby and I want to be old as 


> 


His little brain puzzled its way. “Catch up wif—get old 


him. 

And Danny defended himself with dignity. “Well, hc ought to bin- 
have hisself if he doesn’t want to be called a baby.” 

“Don’t forget,” I say impressively, “that Santa Claus—” 

“Oh!” say they both, remembering. Immediately they sit down in 
their little chairs and look up at me like cherubs. 

“Aint I been dood, Munner? Didn’t I bing you a glass of water and 
—and wasn’t that dood of me?” 

“Lovely !” 

“Well, then!” 

“Munner, I’m going to make you and Daddy an automobile when I’m 
twelve. Wont that be nice? There aren’t many boys that would work 
that hard for their—parents. Are there?” 

“Tm afraid not, Danny. Lots of parents just have to struggle along 
without automobiles.” 

“Well, you wont! And I may make you a motor boat, too!” tenta- 
tively. 

I smilingly contemplate the picture of David and me surrounded with 
luxuries by the little bright-eyed baby before me, whose trousers were 
just a little longer than my hand. “That will be perfectly lovely!” I said. 


UT a day is a long time, especially when it is Christmas Eve. 
awakened from my afternoon nap by 

the scene of action—the bath room. Two fiercely scuffing little figures 
meet my eyes. Danny’s hands are buried deep in the baby’s yellow curls 
—pulling for all his might, while the baby—with arms and legs—makes 


awful onslaughts on Danny’s shins and middle portions. And the din of 
the battle is deafening. 


“I will be admiral!” 

“You wont! I will be admiral myself !” 
“You wont!” 

“T will!” 


I separate the kicking, screaming two, and then my eyes light on the 


I am 
awful sounds, and hasten to 
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“Do you stay awake in the wee small hours for the pleasure of playing with a little “woolly dog wif a bow-wow’?” 


bath tub with dismay. It is filled to the brim with water, and sailing 
round on its surface, two by two—a stately squadron—are all the best 
shoes of the House of O’Donald! First come David’s Sunday pair hold- 
ing aloft a tiny flag; then my new suedes (the pride of my heart), followed 
by Danny’s patent leather slippers, and then the baby’s light blue kids. 
It is really a beautiful and impressive sight, and the dignity with which 
David’s best sail the blue waves is only surpassed by the airy grace 
of mine. My wrath pours forth, and I head the culprits for the nursery 
to administer swift punishment with a certain formidable switch. But I 
change my mind. Switching has not hitherto been marked by any notice- 
able improvement. 

“No,” say I, “I am not going to whip you. I am going to write to 
Santa about this dreadful behavior.” 

The cause of the battle is utterly forgotten as the two disheveled sur- 
vivors cast quick, dismayed glances toward each other, questioningly. 
Could this awful thing come to pass? Would Santa not bring them things 
because they had been bad? But faith in a creature so benevolent as they 
had found Santa to be is not easily shaken. Danny comes out of a gloomy 
silence with a disconcerting prognostication. 

“He isn’t going to do nothing about it. Santa Claus doesn’t get mad 
just—folks! He’s going to bring us what we ast him to, I bet.” 

“So do I!” Benny nods his head vigorously, and smiles reassured. 

“Well, you will see, boys. Of course he will bring you some things 
because he tries to remember even bad little boys. But, not the dog, nor 
the car!” 


like 


Childhood’s Unshaken Faith in Old Santa 


At night when David comes home I tell him of the day’s doings, and 
he gives way to the most uproarious mirth. 

“David !” 

“Well, now you know it is funny.” 

“Funny! My suedes cost five! And David—it was an awful fight. 
Baby nearly lost his scalp, and Dan his—well, you just look at him to- 
night. He is black and blue everywhere. I really do not see how Benny 
covered so much ground.” 

“Of course they must be punished,” says David, sobering. Then he 
remembers. “It is Christmas Eve! Dear, could you whip kids on Christ- 
mas Eve?” 

“No, I couldn’t. We wont try. I—I’ve told them Santa Claus would 
not bring them all they wanted. That will teach them a lesson!” 

“Yes, I suppose it will,” but with no enthusiasm. Then he looks at 
me with a droll expression. “It is a shame, though, to suppress that little 


doggie I’ve got in the bundle. He has a bark that would deceive even 
Topsy. Her fur will stand on end at the first sound of it. And that 
street car—”’ 

“Young man! You need not try to work on my sympathies. I am 
grim visaged duty, to-night! Something has to be done to those boys. 
And you know we told them this morning that—” 

“Yes, I kno—’ And then came the boys laughing and running to 
climb into his lap, and ride him round the room—perched high on his big 
shoulders, and talk to him, both at once, till he has to ery “Help, help!” 

It is a busy hour at bed-time, for the little stockings have to be hung 
up on either side of the chimney, and though we had written dozens of 
letters to Santa Claus we must write two more, and then listen again to 
careful directions about putting out every bit of the fire so the little fat 
gentleman would run not the slightest risk of being hurt. Then David 
takes the boys on his knees and tells them that he is very, very much 
afraid that old Chris will not bring them everything they wanted because 
they had been so naughty. But two trusting little faces look up at him. 

“He always brings you what you ast him,” says Danny, and scampers 
off to undress, joyous and unconvinced, taking David with him. 

The baby is full of guile as I undress him, and so adorable that it is 
borne in upon me dimly that perhaps he is hoping to win an intercessor 
with Santa. 

“When I drow up, I’m doin’ to be a daddy—me and Danny are,” he 
says, as I sit beside him on the floor and unbutton the small garments. 

“And are you going to have many children, dear?” 

“No, just two like me and Danny.” 

“Wont that be lovely! And so you will have a pretty little wife?” 

The little head is tucked down shyly as always when his knowledge 
falls short of requirements. What is a wife, anyway? After a moment 
he asks timidly, “Is—ladies, is—mamas wifes?” 

“Yes, dearie.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know.” 

The little soiled dress is laid aside now, and the mite of a shirt, and 
the baby form emerges round and rosy ‘and perfect. He stretches up his 
arms and yawns sleepily, and the golden head droops like some lovely 
flower on its delicate stem, the rosy lips pouting, the long lashes dark over 
the languid eyes. 

“Is seepy.” 

He climbs into bed, and I sit down upon the side and take the little 
face in both my hands. The blue eyes are like the evening sky. “How 
much do you love me, laddie?” 
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Two twinkling stars swing into the sky. “Oh, I love zoo more’n all 
the sings in the world!” 

“I bet I can kiss you the sweetest,” say I 

_ “No, zoo can’t!” laughs he. 

The little mouth is pursed up primly for me to try my levelest best, 
while the baby eyes laugh at me from above. “I can kiss zoo sweeter’n 
that.” 

“Try,” say I. 

I hold my lips waiting, and like the soft petals of a rose his little 
lips touch mine. 

“Wasn’t that the sweetest?” he challenges. 

“Yes, laddie, it was. But you just wait till to-morrow night, and PI 
show you.” 

He kneels at the head of his bed for his prayer, over which he cannot 
by any amount of trying bring his elfish self into any degree of solemnity, 
then snuggles under the cover and orders his father to come kiss him. 


? 


AN is sitting in his little bed waiting for me, eager to talk. Would 

the reindeers make much noise on the roof, and had any one ever seen 
them? And was there any danger of old Chris getting stuck in the chim- 
ney? For suppose, just suppose he had grown too fat! 

At last he is tucked in, the light put out, and David and I fall to work 
in the library. David brings in the big bundle from its hiding place, and 
we begin to divide the toys and decorate the little tree. And here I begin 
to suspect David of a guilefulness that surprises me. He admires ex- 
travagantly a paint box that he had bought for Benny, and a bag of agates 
for Dan, and wonders if, after all, it would not be a greater punishment 
to the children not to get those lovely things than just a little old dog 
and car. But I will not be beguiled. 

“Now, David, you know that I know that you don’t mean a word you 
are saying.” And David grins rather sheepishly as he picks up the minia- 
ture electric car and starts for the door. 

“Well, take along the doggie and hide him, and I’ll put up this—till 
another day when the sons of O’Donald are not in disgrace!” 

“Now, David! You needn’t talk as if I am enjoying doing this. Some- 
thing just must be done to those boys. We've indulged them till—” 
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“I know. I assure you my head is in thorough sympathy with this 


reform measure.” 
Then, when all seems in readiness, we wander off to bed tired after a 


busy day. But I lie awake for hours, and though I industriously count 


drove after drove of tiresome sheep jumping over meadow fences, sleep 
refuses to come. The darkness seems filled with two little faces wistful 
and disappointed on a Christmas morning. After all, they were nothing 
but babies, and anyway Christmas is no time to punish anybody, whatever 
the crime. Finally, I can stand it no longer. I know where one toy is and 
I can find the other without waking David. Silently, I slip out of bed 
and feel my way into the hall and to the closet beneath the steps, where I 
had hid the dog, and then along the wall to the library. At the doorway, 
in the soft glow of the dying fire, something white in the opposite door- 
way catches my eye and I stop. 

“David! What are you doing?” 

“What are you doing?” demands David, sternly, making ineffectual 
efforts to conceal with his scanty attire something he holds in his hands, 
with a result so comical that I burst into laughter. At which he with much 
dignity walks to the fireplace and deposits on Danny’s side “‘a little street 
ear and a track that runs by ’lectricity”. Then he turns to me and smiles 
gently. 

“Madam, do you stay awake in the wee small hours for the pleasure of 
playing with a little ‘woolly dog wif a bow-wow’?” 

“I just couldn’t—couldn’t stand it,” I say, very near to tears. 

“Glad you couldn’t!’”’ And David laughs happily as he stirs the fire 
into a cheery blaze. We sit down on the floor and view the display with 
delight, our minds busy with scenes the morning would bring. 

“Bless their little hearts,” I say. h l 

David smiles down into my misty eyes. “Dear, Santy Claus never was 
a disciplinarian anyway, was he?” 

“No, David. And his wife—she isn’t called upon to be a forceful 
character, is she?” 

“Of course she isn’t!” laughs David. 

Then we slip back to bed happily, this time to sleep peacefully as the 
little ones- near us dreaming of a big-hearted, tender old Santy who 
“wouldn’t get mad like just folks”. 
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Like the Wise, Wise Men of old, 
Do you bring the Christ a gift? 

Do you bend your knee to the King of Kings, 
And your heart to the Lord uplift? 


he he he 


And what is the gift you bring? 
Have you cheered a sorrowful soul? 
Have you blessed a woman's lonely heart? 
Have you made a sick man whole? 


ye De he 


As you kneel to your Lord to-night, 


Does any cry with woe 


Because of a wound you left unhealed? 
O straight to bind it, go! 


he he he 


As you bow at the Christ-Child’s feet, 


Does some child weep alone 
Because of the ‘word you did not speak? 
O speak it, and atone! 


< 
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Christmas Gifts 


By MYRTA LOCKETT AVARY 


Is there a riven home, 
Where strife might be at end, 
Were you but love's true messenger? 
O be it, and amend! 


he he he 


Amend, or bide not here 
In the dear Lord’s dwelling-place, 


Where Joseph waits on Mary's needs, 
And the Christ smiles in her face! 


de Re ke 


It is the dear home-tide, 
The blessed Christmas-tide: 
The day His Heaven God did forsake 


A heaven of earthly homes to make 


And in them to abide. 
hee 
Like the Wise, Wise Men of old, 
Do you bring the Christ a gift? 


Do you bend your knee to the Son of Man, 
And your heart to the Lord uplift? 
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J hy We Kiss Under 


the Mistletoe 


HAT one of us has not 
waited patiently under 
the mistletoe? 

For centuries bache- 
lors and spinsters — 
yes, and married folk, 
too—have stood under 
it, and for centuries to 
come, let us hope, they 
will continue to do so 
—and not in vain. 

The custom goes far 
back to the olden days 
when Thor and Odin 
and all the other gods 
of the Northland 
walked and talked with 
men. 

It all came about in 
this manner: 

Baldur, the son of 
Odin and Frigga, the 
Apollo of Scandina- 
vian mythology, the 
flaxen-haired god of 
sunshine and its atten- 
dant blessings, was 
loved by all earthly 
and heavenly beings 
save one,—Loki, the god of earthly fire and its 
attendant evils. Naturally, Loki would hate him; 
for in the spring, when Baldur came forth with 
his bright and warm sunlight, the world’s people 
deserted Loki’s hearth-fires and did not return 
to them until the golden-faced god chose to de- 
part in the fall. But Baldur, with his happy na- 
ture, cared little for the other’s jealousy, and in 
the love of his wife, Nanna’ (blossom), lived for 
years a joyous existence. At length, however, 
he began to have troublesome dreams,—visions 
of disaster and of death. What could it mean? 
It was all so new to him, this lover of light and 
pleasure. He consulted the mother, Frigga, and 
she, in her distress, sent word to Odin. Now, in- 
deed, there was trouble in Valhalla! Long 
Frigga thought, and then she devised a plan; she 
sent messengers far and wide through the uni- 


verse and had every creature, 
animate or inanimate, swear 
to do her son no harm. Wil-. 
lingly all promised; for did 
not all love the sunlight god? 
All promised, did I say? No, 
the surly mistletoe refused to 
swear, and that was the cause 
of great future sorrow. But 
what injury could a bit of 
mistletoe do? Frigga was all 
joy; her darling was safe 
from anything sprung from 
earth, air, fire or water! 

Meanwhile Odin, in his, 
anxiety, had journeyed far 
down into the regions of infer- 
nal darkness and gloom, and 
there had found a feast pre- 
pared for an expected guest, 
—and the guest was to be Bal- 
dur! But had not all things, 
except the harmless mistletoe, 
promised safety? 

Now, as the years passed 
and the gods learned how ab- 
solutely safe Baldur was from 
any wound whatever, they fre- 
quently amused themselves by 
using him for a target for all 
sorts of missiles — stones, 
clubs and weapons. One day, as they were play- 
ing thus and shouting with laughter at their fail- 
ures, Frigga, sitting at her spinning wheel, 
asked an old woman who was passing what was 
the cause of all the merriment. 

“The gods,” answered the old woman, “are 
amusing themselves trying to hurt your son.” 

“Ah,” said Frigga, with a boastful smile, “they 
can never do it; for all things have promised not 
to harm him.” 

“All things?” inquired the old woman. 

“Yes, all things, except the frail mistletoe, 
who of course is too insignificant to trouble any 
one.” The old woman was Loki in disguise! 

Hastening away, the evil god went straight to 
the mistletoe that grew on the oak outside the 


The mistletoe shaft hissed through the air and Baldur fell dead! 
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Enemies became friends under the mistletoe 


gates of Valhalla, and, breaking off a piece, 
turned it by magic art, into a hard, sharp dart. 
Then, hurrying back, he found the gods still 
playing the game—all except Baldur’s blind 
brother, Hodur, who leaned gloomily against a 
tree and listened in silence to the laughter. 

“Why do you not play, Hodur?” said Loki. 

“How can I?” answered Hodur. “Am I not 
blind?” 

“Ah,” laughed Loki, “I will show you how. 
Stand thus and throw this dart with all your 
strength.” 

The mistletoe shaft hissed through the air, and 
Baldur, the god of life-giving light, fell dead! 

Tenderly the gods placed his body upon his 
favorite ship, Ringhorn, and prepared to give 
both to the sea. Then all the heavenly ones 
came to gaze upon the beloved face; but Nanna, 
bending over him, could not bear the sight, and 
her heart broke, and she was laid beside him on 
the vessel. Then the great ship was set afire, and 
floated, a sheet of flame, out on the distant waters. 
And even yet we may see, at sunset, the burning 
vessel of Baldur far in the west. Now, the gods 
felt that some show of justice must be made, and 
in conciliation, hoping to soothe the passionate 
sorrow of the mother, Frigga, they dedicated the 
mistletoe to her; and to this day it is under her 
care and control. And now sin and sorrow had 
hallowed it; for henceforth it was to grow, not as 
a symbol of bitterness and hatred, but as a sign 
of tenderness and love. But the gods decreed 
that it was to stand for these things only so long 
as it touched not Loki’s kingdom, the soil; and 
for this reason we never see it growing on the 
ground, and we ourselves always hang it high on 
the rafters or chandeliers. And now that it was 
the plant of love, the custom arose for enemies 
to become friends under the mistletoe; for lovers 
to pledge their troth beneath it; and for those 
who met there to kiss as a sign of affectionate fel- 
lowship. Long may it grow, say we. It is meet 
and proper that we should hang the mistletoe 
at Christmas-tide; for there is something akin 
in all this to the Christ legend. The Christ was 
loved by all save the Evil One, who put it into 
the heart of blind Man to slay Him, and so Man 
slew Him with a bit of wood. And the cross, like 
the mistletoe of old, once a symbol of all that 
was horrible and hateful, now stands forever- 
more as the emblem of infinite and eternal love. 


English Plum Pudding with Hard Sauce 


HE PLUM PUDDING—termed by some, 

i the older sister of the mince pie—forms 

such an essential part of the Christmas 

dinner, that we would not think of omit- 
ting it from the menu unless for reasons of 
health or economy, and even then its place must 
be supplied by a more simple concoction of the 
same nature, for a Christmas pudding there 
must be. 

It is sometimes considered emblematic of the 
offering of the Wise Men to the Christ Child 
and its origin is very old, for did not King 
Arthur make one, the recipe for which has been 
passed down through many generations: 


“A bag pudding the king did make 
And stuffed it well with plums; 

And in it put great lumps of fat 
As big as my two thumbs.” 


The proportions are not given with the ex- 
ception of the mention of three bags of barley 
meal and we might infer that they were rather 
generous bags, for the pudding was large enough 
for the king and queen and whole court to “eat 
thereof” and there was some left which was not 
thrown away. We know that the English people 
were always fond of puddings and in some parts 
of England they still keep up the old custom 
of beginning their dinner with pudding, so that 
pudding-time means dinner-time. To come at 
pudding-time is a proverbial phrase meaning to 
come at the happiest moment in the world, 

In different times and places various customs 
have prevailed in connection with the serving 
of the Christmas pudding. At Osborne House, 
on the Isle of Wight, the Christmas dessert is a 
mammoth plum pudding, molded in the form of 
a grotesque head—either Santa Claus, or “Old 
King Cole”, that “jolly old soul” of nursery 
fame, or that of a boar or some animal of the 
forest, with sugar teeth, cherry eyes, and all 
alight with the blue flame of burning brandy. 
It rests on a massive silver platter, wreathed in 
holly, a very imposing and magnificent dish 
with which to crown the Christmas feast. Just 
before it is brought to the table the children 
are admitted not only to see but to taste the 
wonderful pudding. 


English Plum Pudding 

Mix one pound of chopped suet, one-half of 
a pound of brown sugar, three-fourths of a 
pound of stale bread crumbs, and one-fourth of 
a pound of flour. Add five eggs, one teacupful 
of brandy, the juice and grated rind of one 
lemon, one pound of currants, one pound of rai- 
sins, one-half of a pound of minced candied 
orange peel and one-half of a grated nutmeg. 
When well blended turn the mixture into a but- 
tered mold and steam for seven or eight hours. 
Serve with hard sauce and garnish with holly. 


Steamed Chocolate Pudding 

Melt two tablespoonfuls of butter, add one- 
fourth of a teacupful of grated chocolate, one- 
half of a teacupful of milk, one-fourth of a tea- 
cupful of flour, one-fourth of a teaspoonful of 
salt, and cook for five minutes. Beat the 
yolks of five eggs until light, add three- 
fourths of a teacupful of sugar and one tea- 
cupful of chopped almonds. Then stir in the 
chocolate mixture and the frothed whites of 
five eggs. Pour into a buttered mold and 
steam for an hour. 


Yankee Plum Pudding 
Seald one quart of rich milk, pour it over 
three teacupfuls of stale bread crumbs, add 
two tablespoonfuls of butter and one-third of 
a teaspoonful of salt and let stand until the 


The 


Christmas 
Pudding 


By EDWINA B. PARKER 


next day. Then stir in four beaten eggs, one- 
half of a teacupful of sugar, one pound of 
raisins and one teaspoonful of vanilla extract. 
Mix well and turn into a buttered pudding dish. 
Bake for about three-quarters of an hour in a 
moderate oven. Serve hot, and with hard sauce. 


Plum Pudding With Sunshine Sauce 


Mix one-half of a pound of raisins, one-half of 
a pound of currants, one pound of bread crumbs, 
one-half of a pound of brown sugar, one-quarter 
of a pound of chopped citron, the grated rind of 
three lemons, three-quarters of a pound of 
chopped suet, one-half of a teaspoonful of salt, a 
grated nutmeg, and one teaspoonful of ground 
cinnamon. Add the juice of two lemons and one 
orange, seven eggs, well beaten, and one-half of a 
teacupful of brandy, Turn the mixture into a 
buttered mold and steam for four hours. Serve 
with sauce made as follows: Beat one-quarter 
of a pound of butter and one-half of a teacupful 
of sugar together until light, then add the yolks 
of six eggs beaten to a cream. Scald one pint 
of cream in the double boiler, add the egg mix- 
ture and cook for ten minutes. Take from the 
stove, add one-fourth of a teaspoonful of salt 
and one-half of a teacupful of brandy and it is 
ready to serve. 

Individual Plum Pudding 

Shred and chop one-half of a pound of suet, 
pick over one-half of a pound of raisins. Put the 
suet in a bowl, add one teacupful of New Orleans 
molasses, one teacupful of sour cream, one tea- 
spoonful of soda dissolved in the cream, one 
tablespoonful of cinnamon, one-half of a tea- 
spoonful of cloves and one-third of a teaspoonful 
of allspice. Then stir in three teacupfuls of flour 
that have been sifted with one teaspoonful of 
baking powder. Beat vigorously, add the raisins 
that have been slightly dusted with flour and turn 
into individual molds which have been greased. 
Steam for an hour and a half. 


Graham Plum Pudding 
Beat one egg, add one teacupful of molasses, 
one-half of a teacupful of milk in which one-half 
of a teaspoonful of soda has been dissolved. Stir 
in one and one-half teacupfuls of Graham flour, 
one teaspoonful of cinnamon and one-half of a 
teaspoonful of cloves. Add one teacupful of 
raisins and two tablespoonfuls of melted butter. 
Pour into a greased mold and steam for four 

hours. Serve with brown sugar sauce. 


Steamed Date Pudding 

Cover two and one-fourth teacupfuls of soft 
bread crumbs with one-third of a teacupful of 
milk. Chop one and one-half teacupfuls of dates 
and one-half of a teacupful of suet. Add the 
fruit and suet to the crumbs with one teacupful 
of brown sugar, one teaspoonful of salt, three 
eggs and one teaspoonful of vanilla. Mix well, 
turn into a greased mold and steam four hours. 

Fig Pudding 

Soak three teacupfuls of soft bread crumbs in 
one-half of a teacupful of milk. Add four eggs, 
one and one-half teacupfuls of chopped figs, one 
teacupful of shredded almonds, one teacupful of 
brown sugar, one teaspoonful of salt and one 
teaspoonful of vanilla. Mix well and turn into a 
buttered mold. Steam for three hours and serve 
with fruit sauce. 


Individual Plum Puddings 


Nutritious 
Food 
Made 
From 
Flour 


A strong state- 
ment — but an 
absolute fact. 
Backed up by 
years of testing. 


The stomach 
digests them 
with pleasure, 
and sends them 
on their way to 
make rich, red 
blood, sound 
flesh and tough 
muscle. . 


Every ingredient 
is a strength- 
giver, scientifi- 
cally blendedand 
perfectly baked. 


Crisp and de- 
licious Uneeda 
Biscuit come to 
you in their dust 
tight, moisture 
proof packages, 
fresh, and clean, 
and good. 
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for a package. 
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HE Wot should have known better! 
He had no one to blame but him- 
self,” said my little friend, se- 
verely, sitting very straight in 
her chair and looking at me with 
those big brown eyes that usually 
twinkled so merrily. I laid down 
the book that I had been trying 
to interest myself in, and pre- 
pared to hear another of those 
wonderful tales about the Zotwots. 

“What has the Wot done 
now?” I asked. 

“Why, he tried to make the 
Jay-fowl' believe there is no Santa 
Claus!” was the reply. 

“And when did this happen?” 
I inquired. 

“Just the day before Christ- 
mas,” she said. “The Jay-fowl 
was sent on an errand and while 
loitering along the road, as was his custom when told to 
hurry back, he heard voices. Investigating, he saw a number 
of Slinks sitting on the grass blowing soap bubbles. The 
Wot stood a short distance away, and, with bow and arrow, 
was shooting at the bubbles as they floated up into the air. 
Once in a while he’d burst one and immediately a Slink 
would squeak, ‘Shot another!’ 

“What, another! all the other Slinks would squeal, ap- 
parently in surprise. Then they’d stand up and peer at the 
Wot with wondering admiration until he’d make a bow and 
get into position for another shot. 

“The Jay-fowl, of course, stopped to watch the sport, 
and, becoming greatly interested in the antics of the Wot 
and the Slinks, he forgot all caution. While craning his 
neck to get a better view of the bubble blow- 
ers, he was seen by the Wot, who immediately 
smiled and shouted, ‘Hello! Come over and 
see me, wont you? I’ve been anxious to have a 
chat with you for some time.’ Then he slyly 
winked at the Slinks, who made a great show 
of brushing off a place on the grass for the 
Jay-fowl to sit upon. 

“Very much flattered, the delighted Jay- 
fowl accepted the invitation with a humble air; 
but turned up his nose at the Slinks who were 
grinning at him in a way that made his flesh 
crawl. - 

““‘Are you going to hang up your stocking Christmas 
eve?’ asked the Wot, pleasantly, as soon as they were seated. 

““Of course I am? said the Jay-fowl with a pleased gig- 
gle. “What do you expect to get in your stoc— 

“*Ho-ho-h-o-0-0-0 squeaked the Slinks, pointing their 
index fingers at the startled Jay-fowl, who, blushing to the 
very roots of his hair, switched his tail nervously. 


It was the Wot 


“The Wot soon set him at ease by anxiously inquiring, 


‘What for?’ 

“So Santa Claus can fill it,’ answered the Jay-fowl. 

“Santa Claus? shouted the Wot, screaming with laugh- 
ter; ‘do you mean to say you believe in Santa Claus?’ 

“*“Why—yes, of course I do, said the Jay-fowl, uncer- 
tainly, ‘don’t you?” 

“The Wot stared at him as though he could not believe 
his ears—blinked his eyes and gazed over the shocked Jay- 
fowl’s head with a vacant expression and began muttering 
to himself. Each Slink buried its face in its hands as if 
stunned by what the Jay-fowl had said. But they peeked 
through their fingers at him and made such queer noises 
with their lips that the poor Jay-fowl heartily wished him- 
self home. Finally, he mustered sufficient courage to ask, 
in a rather weak voice, ‘Don’t you believe in Santa Claus? 


The Jay-fowl’s Adventure 


T these words the Wot jumped as though struck, and, 

falling to the ground, he squirmed about as if he had 

a conniption fit. ‘You have thrown him into a spasm? 
screeched the Slinks, as they gathered about the Wot and 
softly patted his head. At last the Wot sat up and 
groaned, ‘I shall be disgraced, if it ever becomes known 
that I’ve associated with a being so simple as to believe in 
Santa Claus! Oh, promise me you wont tell!’ he pleaded, 
running around on his hands and knees. 

“The Slinks solemnly promised; but the Wot did not 
seem to be very much relieved. He turned his head and 
stared right through the Jay-fowl as though he were as 
transparent as glass. Then the Slinks all squatted around 
and stared through the poor little Jay-fowl, too. All the 
while the Jay-fowl nervously licked his dry lips. 

“After a time the silence became unbearable. The Jay- 
fowl tried to speak, and made three or four efforts before 
he succeeded in croaking, ‘I don’t believe in Santa Claus, 
either? His voice was so hoarse that he looked around to 
see if some one else had spoken. 

“The Slinks said no word and the Wot pretended not 
to have heard him. In fact, the Wot, apparently, had 
dropped off to slep, but with one eye open, looking straight 


Tales of the Zotwots 
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The Santa Claus, with a huge basket of presents 


Jay-fowl’s 


Joyful 
Christmas 


MORE THAN EVER 
Increased Capacity for Mental Labor 
Since Leaving Off Coffee. 


Many former coffee drinkers who have 
mental work to perform, day after day, have 
found a better capacity and greater endur- 
ance by using Postum instead of ordinary 
coffee. An Illinois woman writes: 

“J had drank coffee for about twenty 
years, and finally had what the doctor called 
‘coffee-heart.’ I was nervous and extremely 
despondent; had little mental or physical 
strength left, had kidney trouble and con- 
stipation, 

“The first notable benefit derived from 
the change from coffee to Postum was the 
natural action of the kidneys and bowels. In 
two weeks my heart action was greatly im- 
proved and my nerves steady. 

“Then I became less despondent, and the 
desire to be active again showed proof of 
renewed physical and mental] strength. 

“I am steadily gaining in physical 
strength and brain power. I formerly did 
mental work and had to give it up on ac- 
count of coffee, but since using Postum I 
am doing hard mental labor with less fatigue 
than ever before.” 

Read the little book, “The Road to Well- 
ville,” in pkgs. “There’s a Reason.” 

Ever read the above letter? A new one 
appears from time to time. They are genuine, 
true, and full of human interest. 


at the Jay-fowl in a most disconcerting manner. The 
Slinks at once followed the Wot’s example, and the Jay- 
fowl became very uncomfortable. He stirred uneasily 
under the gaze of the many eyes so coldly fixed upon him. 
When he could stand the strain no longer, he gave a blood- 
curdling screech and, jumping over the heads of his tor- 
mentors, bounded madly away, followed by such shrieks of 
mocking laughter as only Slinks are capable of. 

“When the Jay-fowl reached home, he hid his face in the 
bed clothes and sobbed as if his little heart would break. 

“His friends the Zotwots could not imagine what ailed 
their pet. They tried to amuse him in several ways, but 
without avail. His screams deafened them and they finally 
withdrew to another room, where they promptly forgot the 
Jay-fowl’s puzzling behavior, while relating and listening 
to tales of personal talks with Santa Claus, whom some 
of them knew very well indeed. The sound of their happy 
voices reached the Jay-fowl’s ears, and, becoming interested, 
he crept out of bed and crawled nearer and nearer the en- 
grossed Zotwots. At last he stood in the very center of the 
group, staring up into their faces, with wide open mouth and 
bulging eyes, eagerly drinking in every word they uttered. 


Santa Claus Visits the Jay 


T eae BSE noting the presence of their little pet, they 
ceased talking and began to ply him with questions. 

He soon sobbed out his pitiful story on the shoulder 
of a wise old Zotwot, who convinced the doubting Jay-fowl 
that the Wot and his Slinks had misinformed him when they 
said Santa Claus did not exist. 

“ ‘Santa,’ said this wise old Zotwot, ‘will doubtless pun- 
ish them for it, too.’ 

“So, by bed time, the now happy Jay-fowl joyously hung 
up his stocking—or, more correctly speaking, one of the 
Zotwots’ stockings—and, after singing a sprightly Christ- 
mas carol, leaped into his little bed and was 
soon in the land of dreams. 

“Shortly after the Jay-fowl went to sleep, 


At Home with the 
strapped to his back, reached the home of the 

Zotwots in his aeroplane. You see, Santa has K O D A K 
had his reindeer so many years that they have 

gotten stiff in their joints and can’t travel 
through the air as fast as they used to. So, in 
order to give his faithful steeds a well-earned 
rest and at the same time make his annual sky 
trip a little more rapidly, he built himself a 
large and comfortable airship. 

“Leaping nimbly from the deck of his aeroplane, Santa 
snipped down the chimney into the room occupied by the 
Jay-fowl. In one hand he held a stick of candy, fashioned 
like a walking cane with red stripes around it. Every once 
in a while he nibbled at the end of the stick and noiselessly 
smacked his lips. Glancing quickly at the slumbering Jay- 
fowl to see that he was really and truly asleep, Santa set 
to work to fill the stocking which hung from the mantelshelf. 
Into it he stuffed oranges, dried figs, raisins and all sorts 
of candy and nuts. Then he placed upon the hearth, at one 
side of the fireplace, a small violin, drum and other play- 
things. In the corner he deposited a Christmas tree. Then, 
with a final glance around, he whisked up the chimney. 


How the Wot Was Punished 


ARLY Christmas morning the Jay-fowl awoke without 
being called. His bright eyes at once saw the bulging 
stocking, the toys and the Christmas tree, which was 

beautifully trimmed with tinsel and decorated with colored 
candles. With a squeak of de- 
light he tumbled out of bed 
and ran from Zotwot to Zot- 
wot, telling what Santa Claus 
had done. Loudly he 
squawked for all to come and 
see his presents. 

“Soon, a number were gath- 
ered to admire his gifts. They 
were shortly startled by a loud 
knocking. The door opened 
and the Wot entered. 

“Merry Christmas! shout- 
ed the Zotwots. 

“‘T-I-Is it really Christ- 
mas? the Wot faltered. 

“‘Of course it is! What 
did Santa bring you? 

“<Not a thing,’ wailed the 
Wot; ‘we hung up our stock- 
ings last night and this morn- 
ing found them just as we had 
left them, so we concluded we 
had made a mistake. Still we 
weren’t sure, so I thought Pd 
come over here and find out 
what day to-day is.’ 

“The Zotwots knew why the 
Wot had been forgotten by 


Make Kodak your family histor- 
ian. Start the history on Christmas 


day, the day of home gathering, 
and let it keep for you an intimate 
pictorial history of the home and 
all who are init. Make somebody 
happy with a Kodak this year— 
the pictures will serve to make 
many people happy in the years 
that follow. 


Unless you are already familiar with 
Kodakery, you will find the making of 
home portraits much simpler than you 
i magine—so simple, indeed, that the novice 
often gets the credit of being an expert. 
To make it still oanp we are issuing a 
beautifully illustrated little book that talks 
about home portraiture in an understand- 
able way that will prove helpful to any 
amateur, Whether you already have a 
Kodak or not we would like you to havea 
copy of this book. 


Ask your dealer or write us for a free 
copy of “Aż Home with the Kodak.” 


EASTMAN KODAK CO., 
371 State St., ROCHESTER, N.Y. 


The Popular New Game 


ROOK 


The Latest 
Parker Game 


With very clear rules for ROOK and Display Rook (now so pop- 
ula: in society), High 14,1 doubt it, Panjandrum, Solitaires, etc. 
Some of these games like “I doubt it” are light, bright and sim- 
ple, some are full of skill, but all are DELIGHTFUL, POPU- 
LAR GAMES FOR THE HOME. 


ROOK cards play 10 splendid games 


Handsom ©50c 4 everywhere or by mail from us. We, 
numbered cards who have published so many famous games, 
GUARANTEE YOU'LL LIKE IT. Your money back if you don’t. 


PARKER BROTHERS, (Inc.) 


Salem, Mass., or Flatiron Building, New York 
Sole makers of ROOK Cards, PIT, Ping-Pong, etc. 


SAFETY CORN FILE NINY 

INSTANTLY 

Hundreds die anually or lose limbs from Blood Poisoning 

caused by cutting Corns. Our Safety Corn File eliminates 

all danger—is painless and bloodless; once rages | will ease, 

a month’s use will or a permanent cure of Corns and 
Callouses. By mail 25c. 


SAFETY CORN FILE CO., Detroit, MICH. 
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5 Christmas Cards FREE 
Send only 2c stamp and receive 5 very finest 


Gold Embossed Christmas Post Cards 
FREE, to introduce post card offer. 


Capital Card Co., Dept. 207, Topeka, Kan. 
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Santa took a final look around the room 


by Santa, but said no word, for they saw how wistfully he 
eyed the Jay-fowl’s toys. Knowing his proud spirit, they 
did not offer him sympathy; but casually asked if he would 
not do something to amuse them in honor of the day. 

“The Wot immediately brightened and sang a song, very 
much off the key. Of course the Zotwots applauded as 
though they enjoyed it, but before the Wot could. sing an- 
other, one of their number asked, ‘Do you not think you 
sing much better in the open air?’ 

“Why, yes,’ said the Wot, ‘come to think of it, I do.’ 

“ ‘Then, don’t you think it would be fine to stand in the 
public square and sing so all the Zotwots can hear you?” the 
Zotwot asked. 

“Splendid! splendid!’ cried the Wot, dashing away to 
the public square, where he sang -and sang at the top of his 
voice for some time before he noticed a strange silence. He 
paused in surprise, looked angrily around, and, after in- 
vestigating, discovered that the Zotwots had gone away, 
taking the Jay-fowl with them. 


“He dashed the tears from his streaming eyes and- 


stamped home in a rage, calling loudly for his Slinks, who 
came tumbling over one another in frightened haste. 
“<I have been insulted,’ he loudly bawled when the Slinks 


A Christmas Joke 


é A Play for Little Folks 


had all assembled. ‘The Zotwots asked me to sing in the 
public square, and while I sang they sneaked out the back 
way, and have gone somewhere to enjoy themselves.’ 

“ ‘Perhaps you did not sing loud enough,’ suggested a 
Slink, wishing to gain the Wot’s favor. 

““T believe you are right,’ declared the Wot, his face 
wreathed in smiles. ‘We will go at once to the Spakrum, 
and I'll rehearse my music till my voice can be heard a 
mile.’ 

“So saying, he dashed into the Spakrum, followed by the 
Slinks, who were forced to listen to his efforts all day, 
without meals. When night came the Wot was exhausted 
and the Slinks in no humor to enjoy themselves. So all re- 
tired early in anything but a pleasant frame of mind. 

“But the Zotwots, after enjoying themselves all day, re- 
turned gaily home in the evening, lit the candles on the 
Christmas tree, and told amusing tales to the Jay-fowl until, 
worn out with merry-making, they, too, retired; but in a 
far different frame of mind from that of the Wot and his 
Slinks.” 

The little girl sat very still when she finished the story. 
Evidently her thoughts were far away—and I completely 
forgotten. So I arose and tiptoed out of the room. 


By EFFIE HOWELL FOREMAN 


Characters— 


Bess—(This part may be divided between several girls) 


Bos— (This part may be divided between several boys) 


> TIME—-CHRISTMAS EVE 


DSC ROE Se ee er oe ee hk oe Pe ARL 
Cee ee eee eee eee tre er ereeeee eee eseeeeseeeeeeeeeeese 


Eh a Ortale w Eoo 


Santa, Mother and Father, in ap- 
propriate costumes. 


E HeLa APE Pe i | Larger children will take parts of 


of Bess, Bob and Baby, dressed 


Three or more children take part 
in kimonos and pajamas. 


Scexe—Family sitting-room, with fireplace in rear as background—empty stock- 
ings hanging round. Curtain raises with Father seated at fireside—enter 


Mother. 


Moruer—Well, John, the children are all asleep, 

I think Pll take my broom and sweep.—(Begins sweeping and straight- 
It wouldn’t do on Christmas night 
To have the house look such a sight. 
If Santa comes with deer and sleigh 
This trash would all be in the way; 
Now stir about and help me fix— 
Here, pick up this, and move those sticks.— (Father helps to straighten 


ening.) 


things.) 


Faruer—Yes, dearie, we must have things right, 
You know he may not have a light, 
I wouldn’t have him hurt his shins— 
My, here are full a dozen pins—(Picking them up) 
Sh-h! It seems to me I hear a noise, 


WRITE FOR DIAMONDS 
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to be sent on approval 


Make 
Christmas Selection 


Now 


q Write for our Catalogue 
and Diamond Book set No.3 
with which you can make 
your selection as clearly, 
and with lots less trouble 
than in shopping, and our 
book of “Mounted Dia- 
monds and Precious 
Stones” illustrates the 
beautiful and fashionable 
jewelry of the year. 


q We specialize in send- 
ing diamonds for examina- 
tion and approval any- 
where and our diamonds 
are graded and classified 
by our expert until each 
one is graded to its actual 
value, and so marked in 
plain figures. Our large 
purchases permit our buy- 
ing diamonds direct from 
the larger cutters of the 
world in original lots, 
thereby saving our custom- 
ers the wholesalers’ and 
jobbers’ profits. 


q| From our books you 
can make your selection 
and know our liberal and 
fair plans of selling. Then 
write us your selection and 
give us Mercantile or Bank 
references and we will for- 
ward the goods to you, ex- 
press charges prepaid. If 
you are in every way satis- 
fied you can remit us; if 
not, jreturn the goods at 
our expense. 


q If you are hurried and 
not known to us, send your 
order with remittance to 
cover. If the goods are not 
perfectly satisfactory re- 
turn them and we will at 
once return your money to 
you. Of course you know 
that everything we sell is 
subject to exchange. Our 
positive guarantee of full 
cash return and exchange 
value protects you against 
loss or dissatisfaction, and 
our business is conducted 
absolutely with regard to 
satisfying and permanent 
customers everywhere. 


HARRY L. DIX, INC. 


Diamond Merchants & Mfg. Jewelers 


608-11 CANDLER BLDG. 
ATLANTA, GEORGIA 


Los— 
Bress— 


Bos— 
Bess— 
Basy— 
Bos— 


Bress— 
Bos— 


UNCLE REMUS’S. HOME MAGAZINE FOR DECEMBER 


It must be those bad girls and boys; 

Lets play a joke on them and see 

If they will know it’s you and me. 
Morner—That will be fun. What can we do? 

It’s hard to think of something new. 

I know they’re trying now to hear 

If Santa Claus has gotten near. 

And yet they played like they were ’sleep— 

*Twas just to get a chance to peep. 

I have it now: We’ll play a joke, 

*T will serve to cure these little folk— 

We'll fill their stockings with some trash; 

*T will pay them well for being rash, 

To try and see what Santa’s got 


FatHer—Well, here’s a brick that holds the door, 
We might use this and several more; 
And here’s a lump of jet black coal, 
It’s big enough to fill the whole. 

I'll stick in, too, a great long switch, 

Our joke will go without a hitch. 

Here, let’s put in a box of sand, 

And any thing that comes to hand. 

I think I hear the sound of feet—(Listening to children on outside 

It wouldn’t do for us to meet tittering.) 

So step in here, we'll wait and see.—(Parents retire behind screen.) 
(Enter children, tipioeing and whispering.) 

Sh-, now be quiet as can be. 

I’m sure that every one’s in bed, 

The house’s as still as if *twere dead. 

Why look, old Santa has been here, 

Just see the stockings over there; 

They’re all as full as they can be— 

I wonder what he’s given me. 

I’m sure he’s filled my stocking, too— 

I want a train that says “choo-choo”.—(All examining stockings.) 

For goodness sake, what is in here? 

How big! It makes my stocking tear. 

Boo-hoo—There’s nothing here but stuff.—(Crying.) 

I tell you what: this sure is tough; 

But come, I guess it’s our fault. 

(Children pulling and strewing contents of stockings around.) 


helping.) 


Bess— Now just look here—a bag of salt.—(Crying.) 
Bos— There, Bess, let’s have no crying spells, 
I’m sure I hear the sound of bells. 


(Enter parents—bells jingling faintly at window.) 

Faruer—Why, children, what is all this fuss? 
Morner—My, just look here at all this muss. 
Bress— Oh, Mother, Father, look at this! 

It’s all we have from Santa. 
ALL— (Listening, bells are heard jingling more clearly.) Hiss! 
Bos— It really must be Santa’s sleigh. 
Morner—Come, get this trash out of his way. 
FatuHer—Now, children, that we’ve had our fun, 

Come, Mother, tell them what we’ve done, 
Morner—We heard you creeping in the hall 

And thought we’d play a joke on all, 

And filled your stockings our own selves 

With things we took from floor and shelves. 

Now, since you have been punished well, 

I guess it’s just as well to tell—(Bells jingle clearly at window.) 
Farurer—lI do believe I hear him now; 

Come, greet him with a gracious bow.—-(All bow toward window.) 


I guess the fire must be too hot 
To come that way. No matter what, 


SanTA— 


He’s at the window, coming through 

With such a load of playthings, too. 

(Santa Claus enters, apparently from without, from behind screen 
placed. near window, bells on cap, toys on back.) 

(Children jump and clap hands.) 

What! all the family up, I see 

A jolly welcome you give me. 

Here, children, come; I have a load, —(Lowers bag of toys.) 

Come, take the choicest of my hoard.—(Children begin dividing toys.) 

Now, in return I'd like a song, 

Providing you don’t make it long, 

For I must many a visit make 

Before the day begins to break, 

So come, TIl join you in your choir— 

We wont sing long enough to tire. 


Cuitpren—Oh, that is great, we all can sing, 


Well make the very rafters ring. 


(Singing )—“Lo, -now is come our happiest feast, 


Let every man be jolly; 
Each room with ivy leaves is drest 
And every post with holly. 
Chorus— (To the tune of “Yankee-Doodle”.) 

“Without the door let sorrow lie, 

And if from cold it hap to die 

We'll bury’t in a Christmas pie 

And evermore be merry.” 
Sanra— Come, cannot someone make a speech; 

Give something jolly, do not preach, 
MorHuer—Why, yes, I’m sure that Bob knows one, 

And all can speak when he is done. 
Santa— Well, come on, Bob, and start the show; 

Speak out loud, don’t say it low.—(Speeches by all who wish.) 
Santa— Thanks, thanks, my friends, and now good-night, 

I must get home before ’tis light. 

A long adieu, another year 

Still other songs I hope to hear. 

(Exit behind screen, apparently through window.) 
Au— Oh, good-night, Santa, good-night, friends; 

Here our Christmas frolic ends. 

(Kissing hands to him and audience.) 

CURTAIN, 


We'll show them if that pays or not.—(Father fills stockings—Mother 


HEALTH AND INCOME 
Both Kept Up on Scientific Food. 


Good sturdy health helps one a lot to 
make money, 


With the loss of health one’s income is 
liable to shrink, if not entirely dwindle 
away. 

When a young lady has to make her own 
living, good health is her best asset. 


“I am alone in the world,” writes a Chi- 
cago girl, “dependent on my own efforts 
for my living. I am a clerk, and about two 
years ago through close application to work 
and a boarding house diet, I became a ner- 
vous invalid, and got so bad off it was al- 
most impossible for me to stay in the office 
a half day at a time. 

“A friend suggested to me the idea of 
trying Grape-Nuts food which I did, mak- 
ing it a large part of at least two meals a 
day. 

“To-day, I am free from brain-tire, dys- 
pepsia, and all the ills of an over-worked 
and improperly nourished brain and body. 
To Grape-Nuts I owe the recovery of my 
health, and the ability to retain my position 
and income.’ 

Read “The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs. 
“There’s a Reason.” 


Ever read the above letter? A new one 
appears from time to time. They are genuine, 
true, and full of human interest. č and full of human interest. 
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Shoe Polishes 


Finest in Quality. Largest in Variety 
They meet every requirement for cleaning 
and polishing shoes of all kinds and colors. 
Do not soil the clothing or grow sticky. 
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“DANDY” combination for cleaning and polishing 
all kinds of russet or tan shoes, 25c. “Star” size, 10c. 

“ELITE” combination for gentlemen who take 
pride in having their shoes look A1. Restores color 
and lustre to all black shoes. Polish with a brush 
or cloth, 25c. ‘Baby Elite” size, 10c. 

“GILT EDGE” OIL POLISH, for blacking and polish- 
ing ladies’ and children’ s boots and shoes, shines 
without rubbing, 25c. “French Gloss,” 10c. 

If your dealer does not keep the kind you want, send us his 
address and the price in stamps for a full size package. 


WHITTEMORE BROS. & CO. 
20-26 Albany St., Cambridge, Mass. 

The Oldest and Largest Manufacturers of Shoe 

Polishes in the World 


SMALL, MAYNARD & CO.’S 
Special Offer to Readers 
of Uncle Remus’s Home Magazine 


We have just published the last 

Uncle Remus book that ‘‘evcr 

will be’’—the stories and songs 

Ś the beloved author wrote just Le- 
4 fore his death, Itis called 


| Uncle Remus and 
| The Little Boy 


and it is the most beautiful and 
attractive of all the Uncle Remus 
books. It is7 inches wide by 
8% inches high and contains 174 
pages printed in large, readable 
type. The binding is cloth, with 
an irresistible picture of Brer 
B’ar chasing Brer Rabbit into 
Ai his hole, printed on the cover in 
four colors, and with the title and 
if author's name beautifully em- 
: ~ = bossed in gold. There are fifty- 
five wonderful illustrations by 

J. M: Conde, eight of them in full color. Young and old alike will 
rejoice at “‘The ee of the Doodang"’, ‘‘How Brer Rabbit Saved 
Brer B'ar's Life’’, ‘The Story of Teenchy- Tiny Duck'’, ‘‘Brer Fox 
and Little Mr. Cricket’? » and many others. It is the most popular 
book the country over this season for a Christmas gift, especially for 
the boysand girls. There is nota boy or girl of your acquaintance 
who wont love the book 

SPECIAL OFFER—To make sure that each and every one of you 
225,000 readers of Unele Remus’s Home Magazine gets a copy of this 
beautiful book NOW, so that you can do some Christmas shopping 
before the Christmas rush sets in, we will send a copy securely 
wrapped to any part of the world for ‘$1. 25, postage and packing free. 
Order now. Just send in your address with a check, money order or 
express money order for $1.25, or write your name and address on the 
lines below, cut out the coupon; enclose it with your check, money 
order or express order for $1.25, and mail it to us, and you will receive 
the book by fastest mail. 

The contents have never before been published in book form and 
can be procured nowhere else. 


, 1910 


Small, Small, Maynard & Co., 15 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


Enclosed find (Check, Money Order, Express 
Maynard & Order—cross out methods not used) for $1.25 for 
which please send me (postage and packing free) 

Company, one copy of “‘Uncle Remus and the Little Boy'’ 
by Joel Chandler Harris, in accordance with your 


special offer to readers of Uncle Remus’s Home 
Publishers, Magazine. 


— 


Boston. i ee 


rou STAMMER 


I will send you my 84-page book ‘‘Ad- 


vice to Stammerers’’ Free. Itexplains 
how I quickly and permanently cured 
myself. Profit by my experience and 
write for an a and advjce. 

. N. BO 


GUE 
1499 Worthi H-k Indianapolis, Ind. 


Roosevelt on Uncle Remus 


Roosevelt, at the request of the Uncle Remus’s 

Memorial Association, visited Atlanta, and in 

the evening, at the Auditorium-Armory, deliv- 
ered an address in the interest of the Association. He 
was given a hearty reception on his arrival. the affair 
resolving itself into a public demonstration, and while 
in the city he was entertained by Mrs. A. McD. Wil- 
son, president of the Memorial Association, and Mr. 
Robert F. Maddox, mayor of Atlanta. At the request 
of the ladies of the Memorial Association, Colonel 
Roosevelt’s remarks concerning his friend, the late 
Joel Chandler Harris (Uncle Remus), are herewith 
reproduced : 


O: Saturday, October 8th, Colonel Theodore 


“Mrs. President, Mr. Mayor, and Fellow-Georgians: 

“When I was asked to come here I accepted so 
eagerly that I think I made it evident you would find 
some difficulty in keeping me away. And as I then 
wrote, that I should feel so, I now do feel exactly as 
if I were coming home. I shall never forget that at 
Jamestown the Georgia state building was a replica 
of my grandfather’s house at Roswell, and the same 
house appeared on the dinner cards to-night at the 
mayor's. My mother was a Georgia woman, two of 
her brothers and my uncles, Georgians, wore the Con- 
federate uniform, and my aunt, a Georgian, repeated 
to me the Brer Rabbit stories long before I had heard 
of Uncle Remus. 

“I suppose I was one of the few little boys of the 
North who was brought up on Brer Rabbit and the 
differences between Brer Rabbit and the anything but 
astute Brer Fox, so that when the stories of Uncle 
Remus appeared, I turned to them not only with the 
eager desire that one feels to read something new, but 
with the further feeling that one has when continually 
in a thing one finds traces of what is old and familiar. 
Uncle Remus was of course Joel Chandler Harris’s 
great creation, but we must not forget that he was 
only one among the many figures in Joel Chandler 
Harris’s works. While Mr. Harris has his widest 
reputation because of having added one more to the 
very limited list of immortal characters in fiction, yet 
there can be no doubt but that he excelled in many 
fields. His stories, long and short, his infinitely pa- 
_ thetic and attractive sketches of the life of his people 
here in the South, stand as among the highest achieve- 
ments in American life. 

“He is a Georgian, but you and I (I am speaking 
now as a Georgian) must not grudge the rest of the 
country their right to feel a proprietorship in him. I 
hold that every man who really serves his state well, 
by that very fact necessarily serves the nation well, 
just as, Mr. Mayor, we will all of us in all parts of 
the country take pride in the fact that any one city 
has, as Atlanta now has, a thoroughly efficient and 
upright municipal head. 


A Great Achievement 


[T was my pleasure to know Mr. Harris personally. 
And that as you who do know him will concede, 
Was quite a feat on my part. He wasn’t an easy man 
to get intimate with. While I was president it was 
a matter of great pride to me to have at the White 
House those American citizens whose lives I believed 
to have reflected credit upon all Americans. And one 
of the men whom I was bound to have there was Joel 
Chandler Harris, and the fact that I actually got him 
there I have always regarded as one of the distinctly 
meritorious achievements of my administration. 
“I remember quite early during my term as presi- 
dent when I was in Atlanta, and made a special bid 


that Mr. Harris should be included in the lunch that. 


was given me. And the exhausted herald who brought 
him explained to me that he had only gotten him there 
by blindfolding him and backing him in, so I had to 
settle down seriously to work when I decided that he 
must come and visit me at the White House; and I 
would never have gotten him there at all if it hadn’t 
been for his son—to whom I am under many obliga- 
tions because he is continuing as a matter of love and 


ooo (O 


of duty the publication of Uncre Remus’s MAGAZINE 
for which, in the name of all the country, I most ear- 
nestly wish the most prosperous possible career. I 
finally, through the son, got Uncle Remus up to the 
White House, although the son confided to me that at 
the last moment when he had just got within the 
doors he had a fearful anxiety lest his father might 
bolt after all. 

“I shall always remember that evening. I was sel- 
fish enough to desire to keep Mr. Harris as much as 
possible to ourselves, anyhow, and then I knew he par- 
ticularly disliked for outsiders whom he even sus- 
pected of lack of sympathy to be present, and the 
only outsider who was with us that evening was my 
aide, Fitzhugh Lee, the great nephew of General 
Robert E. Lee. Joel Chandler Harris was perfectly 
delightful that evening. He was not only delightful 
because of his intellect but was delightful because you 
couldn’t be with the man and fail to see his white soul. 
He was a man who made you feel better to be with 
him, and I feel that the people of Georgia are thrice 
fortunate in having saved, fathers and mothers, the 
people of the generation just passed, commemorated 
so that they shall live forever, the friendly, kindly, 
humorous and most appreciated and ennobling writ- 
ings of Joel Chandler Harris. 


Glad to Help Memorial 


VERY earnestly hope that the movement to keep his 
house intact as a memorial will succeed. I hope 
that not only Georgians but all lovers of literature 
all over the country will join to make the movement 
a success. When I was last year in Rome (Rome, 
Italy, not Rome, Ga.), I stopped to see the house in 
which Keats had lived. American and English ad- 
mirers of Keats had joined to preserve that house. It 
was a good thing to do. I am glad it was done. I 
spoke for it and am glad to have helped them, but 
it is an infinitely better thing to do to keep the house 
of Joel Chandler Harris here on our own soil. 

“And you Georgians should feel a big pride in him 
because of the fact that most fortunately for himself 
and for us all, all over the country, he resisted the 
temptation, which I cannot but regard as an unhappy 
temptation and which appeals so strongly to so many 
authors, that makes them desire to leave the place 
where they were born and go and live in New York. 
I feel that one of the reasons why Joel Chandler 
Harris’s genius continued to burn brightly to the very 
end was because he continued to live among his own 
people in the place where he had been born and 
brought up. 

“Contrast that with what befell another very real 
American genius, Bret Harte. Bret Harte came to 
manhood and lived his most vigorous years in Cali- 
fornia. He sprang to fame because of his most won- 
derful delineations of certain types of character found 
on the Pacific slope and nowhere else and in no other 
age. He got a great reputation and then he proceeded 
to come to New York. It was alien soil. From that 
time on he did very little except rework and rework 
and rework again the vein which he had already 
worked once in such admirable fashion. If he had 
continued to live on the Pacific slope or had at any 
rate come no further east than the Rocky mountains, 
I believe firmly he would have added incaleulably to 
his works. 

“One of the things which I think we should all of 
us feel exceedingly grateful to Joel Chandler Harris 
for was the fact that he never wrote a word which 
would cause pangs to any section of the country. 
Everything he ever wrote tended to make his own 
people in the South more beloved and respected in 
every other part of the Union and also tended to make 
them feel a constantly kindlier and friendlier regard 
for their brothers who lived elsewhere, North or West. 


“Surely no greater praise can be given any of our | 
y 


citizens than that. 


“Surely no greater place can be given any of our 


citizens than that.” 


Colonel Roosevelt at the Berry School 


Under the title, “How the World Came to School”, Dudley Glass will, in the January number of 
the magazine, tell of the visit of Colonel Roosevelt to the Martha Berry school for mountain boys and 
girls near Rome, Georgia. Colonel Roosevelt was vastly pleased with what he saw at this school, and 
Mr. Glass’s account of the visit is a vivid pen picture of an exceptionally interesting event. The ar- 
ticle will be illustrated from photographs. 
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TRUNKS m 


Luggage of 
Known Quality 


Y can now buy. bags, suit cases, luggage 


of all kinds of known quality. The 

Famous Indestructo Trunks have been 

supplemented by a line of small baggage 
bearing the Indestructo Trade Mark—made 
with the same care, strength and style—with 
the same capacity to stand the wear and tear 
of travel. 

Indestructo Luggage represents 25 years ex- 
perience in making baggage. It is possible 
only because we use only the finest materials 
and employ only master craftsmen. 

It is complete in every detail embodying a 
full line of hat boxes—thermos cases, golf bags 
as well as suit cases and hand bags. 


Sizes and styles to meet every taste and need. 
Indestructo Quality to fit every purse retailing 
from $5.00 up to prices commensurate with un- 
surpassable quality. 


Please write for printed matter giving full 
information and name of nearest dealer. 


National Veneer Products Company 
Station 20, Mishawaka, Indiana 


DEALERS NOTE—When you consider that in every piece 
of Indestructo Luggage there is embodied Indestructo 
Quality, backed up by the Indestructo Trade Mark and made 
salable by Indestructo publicity, you will appreciate that it 
will be to your advantage to write today for our new 


* Dealers Idea.” 
aS 
È= 


1911 METZ 


Runabout 


$485 


Equipment includes Bosch Magneto. Top, 
Gas Lamps and Generator, Three Oil Lamps, 
Horn and 28x3 in. Clincher tires. 


We want Live, Progressive Dealers every- 
where. Write us for Book T and full particulars. 


METZ COMPANY, Waltham, Mass. 
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THE PERFECT 
an MOTOR CAR SIGNAL 
Warns Without Offense” 
5 ob pees efficient protection to motorist 

and pedestrian alike under any condi- 
tion of traffic. Mild toned at city speed— 
powerful and far reaching at the touring pace. 


$7, $8, $9, $10. 


Of dealers everywhere. 
Write us for folder 39 
telling all about it. 


The Randall-Faichney 
Company 
Boston, U. S. A. 


Completely 
apee 
as Shown— 


SI YPEWRITERS 4: 


Visible Writers or otherwise 
P L. ea UNDERWOODS, OLIVERS, Etc, 
Bhipped ANYWHERE for Froo Ato m FRS. PRICES 


NTED, 
First ol hi: F uaran 
PRICES $15.00 UP fr tionnarghinen Full Guarentee, Write 


TYPEWRITER EMPORIUM, (Est, 1892) 92-94 Lake St., CHICAGO 
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Uncle Remus 
Letter 


December the—Obh, I've 
forgotten — anyhow, it’s 
Saturday night and only 
lev’ m days till (or to) 
the Whatyoumaycallum! 


“Ty A—HA!” says I, with an accent of pride and a gesture of 
—of—oh, well, I haven’t time to look in a book and 
find a good word. Anyhow, “ha-ha!” said I, laughing glee- 
fully, “I wont have to write a letter to Mildred, since she’s 
coming home Wednesday.” | 

My gloat must have been a loud one, for Bill, she ups 
and says, “Young man!”—she calls me young man when she’s 
angry; it’s a taunt she likes to fling in my teeth, or would like 
to, if I had any teeth—“Young man,” says she, “you must zot 
forget to send Mildred some money to come home on.” 

“But,” says I, “she’s not coming on money; she’s coming 
on the train.” 

“How perfectly ridiculous you are!” cries Bill; “it will be 
a very fine come-off, indeed, if in the midst of your poor jokes 
and your antics that are not at all becoming to the grand- 
father of four, you should forget that child’s money.” 

“Child, indeed!” says I; “isn’t she deep in a correspond- 
ence with a fiery young man?” 

However, I was crestfallen. My ha-ha ceased to be a 
merry one. I was obliged to send the money, and if I sent 
the money, I must write a letter to go with it as its twin. 
Hence, I began to rub my chin, then I placed my forefinger 
on my marble brow. What was there to write about? “Hal! 
I have it!” cried I, in smothered tones— 

“T think you have more than one,” remarked Bill; “I’ve 
heard of the jimmies, but I never heard of a man having only 
one of them.” i 

“Children,” I said, by way of rebuke, “should be seen 
and not heard,” so I continued my train of thought—“Ha! I 
have it!” I repeated, in a subdued whisper, “I’ll pretend that 
I’m writing a letter, but I'll not write one; I’ll not say a word 
about the presents, no, nor the fruit cake, neither; and I’ll not 
say that Burdeene is going to get a—however, we'll let that 
pass; and Pll not say a word about four or five bundles marked 
M., and four or five marked B.; no, not a word. 

And in order to make sure about this, I'll cut this off 
right here, remarking that there’s a $5 cheque on the inside 
(Lillian says the fare has been reducted) and that I also send 
$105 worth of love to Burdeene and Bessie; and $210 worth 
of regards to the dear Sisters; remaining, in the meantime, 


Tommy’s loving DADDY 


The foregoing letter was written along about Christmas- 
time by Joel Chandler Harris to his youngest daughter 
when she was away at boarding-school in South Georgia 
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“The Lather’s the Thing” 


Twenty Shaves 


for a 
Two Cent Stamp 


This Trial Tube of 


JOHNSON’S 
Shaving Cream 


will be sent on receipt of a two 
cent stamp to cover postage 


One trial will convert you from the use of 
any other shaving soap. It makes a more 
bountiful, richer, creamy, lasting lather 
than can be obtained from any other kind. 


Every Druggist Sells It 
Put up in a collapsible tube containing 150 


shaves—25 cents—1-6 of a cent a shave. 


Send 2c stamp for trial tube to-day. 


Jofre foknsew 


Dept. 29, New Brunswick, N. J. 
U. S. A. 


‘‘“My Xmas 
present; 
Say, 

but these 
are fine” 


SPRING NEEDLE KNIT 


UNDERWEAR 


is without a peer in the Underwear world. Itis 
original, exclusive, distinctively grade de luxe. 
The famous Spring Needle fabric is knitted on 
machines invented, patented (in nine coun- 
tries) owned and controlled by the Company. 
Q Wear the genuine Cooper’s and you will ex- 
perience absolute next-to-the-skin comfort. 
Q Write to us for generous sample of fabric and 
illustrated booklet showing styles and prices. 


COOPER MFG. CO. 
15 Main STREET BENNINGTON, VT. 


Manufacturers of a famous ‘‘Gauzrib’' Spring 
Needle fabric for Women's wear. Tell your wife 


I will send as long as they last my 25¢ Book 


For 10c in Stamps or Coin 


g 
hands without any apparatus. 


PROF. ANTHONY BARKER 


TRONG ARMS 


Illustrated with 20 full page halftone cuts, showing 
exercises that will quickly develop, beautify, and 
gain great strength in your shoulders, arms, and 


694 Barker Bldg., 110 W. 42nd St., New York 


In writing advertisers mention this Magazine 
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ooks for the Holidays 
by a few of the leading publishers is made. 

Child”, “Salome Jane”, and “The Master of the Vineyard”. 

Hapgood. The selections to accompany Fisher’s charming girls are all appro- 
“Colonial Holidays”, is a rare collection of contemporary accounts of 

the most beautiful examples of illuminated work which has ever been put out 

prove a popular Christmas book. It is unfortunate that the illustrations in 
“Salome Jane”, by Bret Harte, is beautifully illustrated by Fisher and 

It is in every way a 

“The Master of the Vineyard”, by Myrtle Reed McCullough, while less 


A COMPLETE list of the fall books would require a number of pages 

| Among the most beautiful of the books issued for the holiday 

“A Garden of Girls”, published by Dodd, Mead & Company, contains 

priate and nearly all are old favorites. Among them are poems by Edward 

Colonial holidays, compiled, illustrated and illuminated by Walter Tittle, and 

in America. 

color from paintings by the old masters are not in full colors. It is put out 
Keller. This will make a charming little gift book. 

- pretentious in point of illustrations, is a thoroughly attractive holiday volume, 


in the magazine. A mention of just a few of the books being put out 

trade are “A Garden of Girls”, “Colonial Holidays”, “The. Book of the Christ 
a score or more of Harrison Fisher’s drawings, with decorations by Theodore 
Choate Pinckney and Paul Hamilton Hayne. (Price $1.50.) 
exquisitely printed by Doubleday, Page & Company. This is perhaps one of 

“The Book of the Christ Child”, by Eleanor Hammond Broadus, is sure to 
by D. Appleton & Company. 
credit to Houghton, Mifflin & Company. (Net, $1.00.) 
put out by G. P. Putnam’s Sons. (Net, $1.50.) 


Bobbs-Merrill Company Presents Two Tennesseeans 


In books that are both worth while and popular, the Bobbs-Merrill Com- 
pany seems to continue to have a call on the majority of the other publishers. 
Another feature of the fall books of the Bobbs-Merrill Company is the ap- 
pearance in their list of the names of two Southern women, both of Nashville, 
Tenn. It is interesting to note here that one of the leading stories of this 
present issue is by Mrs. Floy Paschal Cowan, also of Nashville, and a few 
months ago we published an article by Mrs. L. H. Harris, author of “The 
Circuit Rider’s Wife”, who is also a Nashville woman. We can easily imagine 
that the officers of the “Indiana Association for the Protection of Indigenous 
Authors” are pale and trembling with fear at the onslaught of the Tennesseeans. 
(And we pause to mention in passing that Alice MacGowan’s “Sword of the 
Mountains” is out this fall under the auspices of G. P. Putnam’s Sons.) 

“The Road to Providence”, ($1.50 postpaid.) by Maria Thompson Daviess, 
and “The Annals of Ann”, ($1.50 postpaid.) by Kate Trimble Sharber, are 
the two Tennesseean books referred to as being put out by the Bobbs-Merrill 
Company. 

Other popular books from the Bobbs-Merrill Company are “The Pur- 
chase Price”, ($1.50 postpaid.) by Emerson Hough, which is dedicated to 
Hon. Albert J. Beveridge. All of us love to recall Mr. Hough’s “Mississippi 

Bubble” and “54-40 or Fight”. 
l “My Brother’s Keeper”, by Charles Tenney Jackson, has a healthy se- 
riousness about it and ought to be popular. (Bobbs-Merrill Company; $1.50 
postpaid.) 

Other books sure to be popular put out this fall by the Bobbs-Merrill Com- 
pany are “Young Wallingford”, by George Randolph Chester; “The Window at 
the White Cat”, by the author of “The Circular Staircase”; “The Steering 
Wheel”, and “The Flying Mercury”. Each of the foregoing named books is 
$1.50 postpaid. 

“Keith of the Border”, by Randall Parrish, (A, C. McClurg & Co., Chica- 
£0, $1.35 net); “Mothers and Fathers”, by Juliet Wilbor Tompkins, (The 
Baker and Taylor Co., $1.50); “The Swordmaker”, by Robert Barr, ($1.25 
postpaid.) and “The Green Patch”, ($1.50 postpaid.) by Bettina von Hutten, 
both published by Frederick A, Stokes Co., New York City; “No Man’s Land”, 
by Louis Joseph Vance, and “The Rose in the Ring”, by George Barr Mc- 
Cutcheon, both published by Dodd, Mead & Co., New York City; and “Sister 
Clementia”, by Frederick Houk Law, (R. F. Fenno, New York City, $1.50) 
Ought all to prove well worth while as stirring novels full of human interest. 


* Books the Children Should Be Given 


For the youngsters, “Uncle Remus and the Little Boy”, by Joel Chandler 
Harris, illustrated by Condé, (Small, Maynard & Co., Boston, $1.25 postpaid) ; 
“Molly and the Unwise Man Abroad”, by John Kendrick Bangs, illustrated by 
Grace G. Wiederseim, (J. B. Lippincott Co., Philadelphia) and “The Red 
Magic Book”, by Emily Benson Knipe, (Doubleday, Page & Co., New York 
City) should be exceedingly popular. 

“Molly and the Unwise Man Abroad” is just the thing for any youngster 
between the ages of eight and eighty, and we have yet to see a book in which 
the drawings combine more perfectly with the text and spirit of the book 
than do the quaint, picturesque and humorous illustrations in colors, by Grace 
G. Wiederseim. By the way, this artists own two creations—“Fido” and 
“Kitty-Puss”, are delectable gifts for children from two to ten years of age. 


“Uncle Remus and the Little Boy” is a volume containing the last of the 
Uncle Remus stories written by their creator. “The Story of the Doodang” 
and “Ol Joshway an’ de Sun” are contained in this beautiful and well-printed 
volume. . 


“The Red Magic Book” is something new and amusing, and will help on 
rainy days, 
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A Woman’s Town Car 


cars—especially in the Winter—because no gaso- 
line car was designed for a woman to drive. The 
White Company, as usual, alive to the situation has 
brought out such a car—the inside driven coupe. In this 
coupe all the objections of former coupes have been 


Mice women have felt compelled to drive electric 


overcome. It has a door on either side and the driver’s 
seat folds up to make entrance easy from either side. At 
last, there is a properly designed coupe car seating from 
three to four persons besides the driver. 


The White Coupe 


The White Coupe is an elegant, aristocratic looking 
town car with a snugness all its own and an ability to 
thread its way in and out of the crowded city streets 
enjoyed by no other car. The details of equipment, such 
as upholstery, electric lights and the little accessories 
are all of the finest imported materials—the best that 
money can buy. In fact, nothing has been overlooked 
that could contribute to a woman’s satisfaction in a car 
which is so particularly designed for her personal use. 


MOND: >. 


TILLA ENNAN 


ull Jeweled WALTHAM 


; A In Fine 20-Year Gold-Filled Case. 
Guaranteed to Keep Accurate Time. 


” SENT ON FREE TRIAL. ALL CHARGES PREPAID. 


You do not pay one penny until you have No. 102—Men’s Round 


? $7.60 Down, $3.80 a Month. 

Greatest Bargain —«@_ 
Ever Offered Sas 

$1 a Month. 


We trust every honest person. No 
matter how far away you live, or how 
small your salary or income we will trust 1 
won for a high-grade adjusted Waltham 
atch, in gold case, warranted for 25 years, 


seen and examined this High-Grade, Full : L 7 
Jeweled Waltham Watch, with Patent fees Ring Wine pns 
Hairspring, in any style plain or engraved p merega d 
Case, right in your own hands. 


No. 1321—Ladies’ Lof- 
tis “Perfection” Ring. 
Fine brilliant White 
umondu Nto 
$10 Down, $5 a Month. 
and guaranteed to pass any Railroad inspection. Our big free Watch and Dia- 


a s mond Catalog tells all about our Easy Payment Plan—the ‘‘Lofti System’’—and h 
we send Waltham, Elgin and Illinois Watches, 18, 16, 12, and POr soba 15, 21 and 23 lewd, post DAAE pect 


ity or one cent deposit. Bargains in ladies’ and men’s 
THE OLD RELIABLE ORIGINAL DIAMOND |*2lid gold and gold-filled Watches for Christmas 

gifts. e give better values and easier terms than 

AND WATCH CREDIT HOUSE any house fn America. Write for our new, hand- 

>a A Dept. P800, 92 to 98 State St., Chicago, Ill, |Somely illustrated booklet, ‘‘Historic Diamonds.” B 
BROS & CO. 1858 Branches: Pittsburg, Pa., St. Louis, Mo. 

MUSIC LESSONS FREE lesson weekly. eginners or advanced pupils. Your 
only exposes ag Som ee in goumo, which aver- 
a ioii ages about 2 cents a day. Established 1898. Thousands 
of pupils all over the world write, “Wish I had known of you before.” Booklet and free tuition offer sent free. Address: 
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Box 34, 225 Fifth Ave., 


Christmas Catalog. 


in your own Home for Piano, Organ, Violin, Guitar 
Banjo, Cornet, Sight Singing, Mandolin or Cello. One 


Do not put it off. Write today for our large 
New York City. Znstruments supplied when needed. Cash or Credit. 


By CHARLES FREDERIC 


Two Christmas Viewpoints 

T 10 o’clock Christmas night, a couple of years 
A ago, old Colonel Bartrand made the follow- 
ing entry in his diary: “Have had a wretched 
day. The shams which everybody appeared 
to be practicing have sickened me of the whole cele- 
bration. My little grandchildren, even, seemed in- 
sincere. They, certainly, were dissatisfied and jeal- 
ous. I have about made up my mind that this spo- 
radic outburst of unselfishness (?) is a colossal fake. 
Next Christmas, I propose to cut out the whole busi- 
ness of giving presents and go about my affairs just 
as if it were an ordinary day. I’m tired, nervous, 
dissatisfied and unhappy. ‘Merry Christmas? Bah!” 
. One blustering night a month or so before the holy 
festival came around again, the Colonel was reading 
his paper before the open fire, when his wife and 
daughter began to talk about the necessity for be- 
ginning their preparations for the coming holiday. 
He grunted his disapproval and stamped upstairs to 
his den. Opening his diary at the page where he had 
made that mournful entry he glanced it through, 
lifted his eyebrows, puckered his lips and reflected. 
In a few minutes, he shook his head; took up his pen 
and wrote a series of resolutions, by which he said 

he meant to stand, no matter what it cost him. 

“Whereas, Christmas is an opportunity (and an op- 
portunity only), I propose to work it, to its limit. 
My mistake last year was in not realizing my oppor- 
tunity. There is one thing which no opportunity ever 
did yet. No opportunity ever realized itself! A man 
may make a good deal of an opportunity: but an op- 
portunity can never make anything of a man! Last 
year I tried to have Christmas make me happy and 
I failed. This year, I propose to regard the day sim- 
ply as an occasion for happiness and see how much 
I can squeeze out of it. Therefore I firmly resolve: 

“First, that I will ‘blow myself? to my utmost! I 
have been reasonably prospered and I can spare a 
hundred dollars, every single one of which is going 
into this investment. Sometimes it does a fellow good 
to just let yo—like a stick of dynamite. I’m going to 
‘bust my bilers’! Pve been so economical and saving 
this year that I feel all pinched up and hooped in. 
I need to spread myself! -And so—I promise to 
spend my hundred dollars like a prince; a prince, re- 
member—not a prodigal! 

“Second, that I will not give a single present with 
the idea of paying a debt or ensuring an equivalent. 
If there is anything abhorrent to the spirit of the day 
it is the idea of quid pro quo. This is a day in which 
the commercial element ought to be buried a hundred 
fathoms deep. No mere bargains for me! Ima 
sharp trader, they say. Too sharp, perhaps, and I 
must watch out and not get to ‘knifing’ people. At 
any rate, the ‘trader’ shall die in my breast come 
Christmas day, so help me God. 

“Third, that I will select my presents intelligently 
and conscientiously. What blessing can a gift confer, 
chosen at random from a bargain counter; or 
snatched from a show case at the last moment, be- 
fore the train goes; or picked up in desperation be- 
cause you are too tired to look for another? I be- 
lieve that a true gift has a mystical value! ‘The gift 
to be true, must be the flowing of the giver unto me, 
correspondent to my flowing unto him?’ Who said 
that? Oh, Emerson, of course! No other man in 
the whole long catalogue of the world’s geniuses could 
have framed that sentence! He distilled out of all 
the vast conglomerate of ideas about ‘giving’, the one 
drop of heavenly essence. Yes, yes—there must be a 
‘flowing of our souls into each other’ in giving and 
receiving gifts. Oh! when I gave that plain gold band 
to my Lucy fifty years ago our souls flowed together! 
And so did my soul and the souls of the grizzled old 
veterans down at the Lodge when they gave me that 
sword! I am going to give some gifts this year (and 
don’t you forget it) that will make the souls of some 
of my dear friends ‘flow’ into mine when mine ‘flows’ 
into theirs! For l believe in souls! I’m not one of 
your ‘materialistic philosophers’ who thinks a man a 
mere quarter of beef, as it were, with a grain or two 
of phosphorous in his cranium! I believe in the soul 
which my mother told me about, when I sat on her 
knees in the dusk and looked out of the window, at 
the evening star. But hold on! [Pm wandering. 

“Fourth, that I will not be disgruntled because 
some one gives me a present that I do not want or 
does not give me a present that 1 do! We are (the 
oldest of us) nothing but overgrown children! It 
mortified me to death last year to realize that I was 
concealing in my own bosom those same dastardly 
emotions of dissatisfaction which Jimmy and Tommy 
and Trudy permitted to exude so unrestrainedly from 


theirs. They pouted and I sulked, if there is any 
difference. No more of that, for me! 

“Fifth, in a final and comprehensive word, I am de- 
termined to get every drop of milk out of this Christ- 
mas cocoanut! I mean to ignore my own self and 
live for others! I shall overlook the artificial and 
insincere elements in the celebration as much as I 
possibly can.. I will not be so critical! There is such 
a terrible danger of getting soured as one grows old! 
We become too keen in analysis. We see into things 
so deeply that the hidden flaws all come to light. 
By the grace of God, I mean to be, always—simple, 
sincere, grateful and happy; but especially so on 
Christmas Day.” 

On the morning after Christmas, they found the 
old Colonel lying peacefully upon his bed, his lips 
wreathed in a happy smile: but no breath coming 
from them. On his writing desk the diary lay open 
and they read these words: 

“I have had such a happy day! At its close, I feel 
that I can say with truth that I carried out my reso- 
lutions about as fully as is possible to our poor hu- 
man nature: or, at least, to mine. I literally re- 
pressed my hunger for personal enjoyment. I did, 
indeed, regard the day merely as an opportunity. 
‘Take all the swift advantage of the hour, said 
Shakespeare, and I scrupulously obeyed. ‘Occasions 
are rare: but those who know how to seize them are 
rarer!’. Well, I seized mine; by the help of the holy 
Child whom I have taken for my Master. I saw 
shams, a plenty: but I did not suffer my soul to 
condemn the shammers. All my presents were ex- 
actly what I wanted, because I was pleased with what 
my loved ones gave me. There was nothing that I 
wanted which I did not get, because I had not per- 
mitted myself to form desires. That I gave many 
dear friends genuine pleasure, [ know by their hand- 
shakes and kisses. I spent all my money; but not 
in prodigality. Yes—and nearly as much more, be- 
sides. Because, you must know, I received a letter 
from a father in a far country (who had gotten my 
name from the Consul) beseeching me in the name 
of the Christ Child to get his boy out of prison where 
he was ‘confined, not for criminal propensities’, but 
because, in ‘boyish bravado he had been caught carry- 
ing a concealed weapon’! I paid his fine; set him 
free and cabled his father. ‘Inasmuch as ye have 
done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, 
ye have done it unto me’. Yes, yes—I have had a 
happy, happy day. And now good-night to all the 
world and blessings upon all human heads and hearts. 
I feel like a child again and shall say, ‘Now I lay 
me down to sleep’ and ‘tumble into bed like a good 
little boy’, as mother used to tell me to do, so many, 
many years ago.” 
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Graft 


PERSIMMON is as bitter as gall until it is 

dead ripe, when it becomes as sweet as honey, 

but there are customs in society and business 
of which exactly the reverse is true. Nothing could 
have been more innocent and sweet than the custom 
of giving rebates, for example, until it reached its 
full fruition. 

The same is true of “graft”. The mutual friend 
who receives a present from a commercial traveler 
for securing the trade of an offish customer; the 
member of a board of education who accepts a fee 
for services rendered in securing an order for school 
books; the politician who is given a slight commis- 
sion (!) for getting a vote from the council in favor 
of a certain firm in a street paving contract, may 
actually believe and feel that it is only a proper re- 
ward for services rendered. Perhaps they did not do 
a single dishonorable deed. All their labor might 
have been performed in the very light of day. They 
took a good deal of trouble and why should they 
not receive a little payment for it, in return? 

It looks so proper, fair and innocent, on its face! 
The denial of the right to receive material recogni- 
tion for the use of influence seems absurd! Why, in 
the name of all that’s just and fair should not any 
man be entitled to reward for “services rendered” ! 

Wait until the habit becomes a fixed custom and 
see! The instant the bitter persimmon is ripe, it is 
sweet! The instant the sweet custom of taking re- 
wards for certain kinds of “services rendered” is 
ripe—it is rotten! That instant it ceases to be a pay- 
ment and becomes a bribe! It suffers a sea change 
into something new and strange! 

It is, then, the apparent innocence of graft which 
deceives such multitudes. We give most grafters 
credit (before they have “gotten in deep” at least) 


for a certain virtuous feeling of having rendered hon- 
orable service for an honorable reward. But it is 
too late in the day, now, for any grafter to have a 
clear conscience. The cat is out of the bag. The 
line is drawn. The distinction between honorable pay 
for honorable service and dirty money for dirty 
trickery is as plain as the shore line between land 
and water. Every intelligent man in America knows 
as well when he is taking graft, as every hotel porter 
in Europe knows when he is taking a tip! If you 
want a definition of graft it is very easy to give it to 
you. Graft is graft, just as five is five; as gambling 
is gambling, and drunkenness is drunkenness. It is 
as plain as the nose on your face. 

We all admit that there is a certain mystery en- 
veloping this subject. It does seem passing strange 
that a lawyer may honorably accept a fee for draw- 
ing up a law for submission to the legislature, but 
not for securing its passage! It does appear a curi- 
ous sociological phenomenon that a man may prop- 
erly enough exert his moral influence to secure a vote 
of council for a contract for a friend, but must needs 
be judged a scoundrel for taking a present, therefor! 
But—it is so and so it must remain. As the, appar- 
ently, innocent custom works itself out to its logical 
results, it winds up in accursedness. At first “it 
ripes and ripes and then it rots and rots.” 


B 


When Out of Doors 


ii you prefer a city street to a woodland path: a 
block of buildings to a mountain’s rocky slope: a 

pink tea to an hour’s communion with Nature, 
then skip this paragraph, I pray. But if you are a 
child of God’s great, out of door world and feel an 
eager interest in those mental experiences which come 
to us when the mysterious harper of the field and 
forest strikes a resounding chord on the strings of 
our hearts, listen! 

There are three mental attitudes, at least, possible 
to the lover of Nature. In the first place, he may 
seek and enjoy her for affording an ideal set of 
conditions in which his consciousness may turn its 
eyes within and thought may range at large in the 
domains of the purely subjective world. Seated on 
the bank of a stream that murmurs gently as it flows 
over moss-covered rocks and, undistracted by those 
insistent activities of the world of human life which 
draw us out of ourselves, we find ourselves in the 
ideal condition for meditation. Our own thoughts; 
our own feelings: our own aspirations arrest and hold 
our attention. That mysterious stream of ideas, emo- 
tions, volitions which flows out of a source as un- 
known and continues in a current as unceasing as 
this little brook absorbs us utterly. The world out- 
side, wonderful as it is, exists only as an environ- 
ment and opportunity to behold and study the world 
within. : 

In the second place, the lover of Nature may con- 
centrate all those varied powers with which he has 
been contemplating that inner world upon that outer 
one, of which the falling of a leaf or the chatter of a 
squirrel has suddenly made him conscious. Losing 
all sense of his own individuality and of that unseen 
universe which lies behind the visible and audible 
realm of the material, he sees and hears and thrills 
to sights and sounds around him. The shimmer of 
sunlight upon polished surfaces: the faint sweet 
odors of plants; the stealthy tread of animals: the 
shrill whirring of insect wings: the songs of birds: 
the chatter of squirrels—hold him spellbound. It is 
Nature—the manifold, the marvelous, the. beautiful 


which captivates, enthralls, pervades and dominates - 


his soul. 

In the third place, he may lose not only all con- 
sciousness of self, but of Nature, also! All recogni- 
tion of the material elements of the objective world 
may fade away with that of the subjective world and 
in their stead there suddenly comes the sense of a 
world which no eye can see or ear can hear: but 
which he feels assured, is a million times more real 
and enduring! In an instant, there steals upon his 
aroused and adoring spirit the consciousness of a 
mysterious and universal Presence! With it, the 
entire Natural world is flooded. It glides into and 
engulfs his soul and all other realities are swallowed 
up in this, the supreme Reality. It is that which is 
infinite, eternal, omniscient, omnipotent—the . all in 
all of everything—that overwhelms his conscious mind 
and makes him for a holy instant, or two, insensible 
even of mountains: rivers: oceans: thunder: earth- 
quakes and even of—himself. 

It is an evanescent moment. It is a fugitive con- 
sciousness. It is an experience that does not come 
at will. But it is sublime! 
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Christmas 


in Dixie 


By FRANK L. STANTON 


R R A 


“Don’t Want to Be No Angel Till 


After Christmas Goes” 
I 


Mother says, on Christmas Eve, when still the 


household seems, 


The Christmas Angels come your way and listen 


to your dreams; 


And—s’ pose they flew away with you? . . 


every angel knows 
We don’t want to be angels till—after Ch 
goes! 


II 


The children hear it comin’ —just every night 


and day; 


The Wind—he whistles ’crost the snow to dance 


the days away. 

Maybe he blew some angels down, tha 
know dolls or drums, 

But we never play we’re angels when Ch 
mornin’ comes! 


III 


It comes just like it used to—not like the 
flies: 


Old Santa Claus’ reindeer still race around the 


skies 


And land on happy housetops—your home with 


joy to fill, 


And same old, fat, fine Santa Claus comes down 


the chimney still. 


IV 


And he knows just all his children, and still the 


stockings say: 


“There’s just as many of us as there was last 


Christmas Day, 


And they’re just as good as angels!” .. 


everybody knows— 
Don’t want to be no angels till after Ch 
goes! 


B B @ 
Best Music of the Year 
I 


Reapin’ time or sowin’, 
Sweetest sound to hear, 

Little tin horn blowin’ 
Best music of the year. 


II 


It fills with Joy dim places 
Of sorrow and of sighs, 
Brings dreams of children’s faces 
And bright, expectant eyes. 


III 
Stern life’s a river flowin’, 
Yet pauses still to hear 
That little tin horn blowin’ 
Best music of the year. 
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With the Old Boys 


Trouble with the old boys 
Is—Christmas come so fast, 
An’ ’pears jes’ like the next one 

Is goin’ to be the last! 


But still they’re makin’ merry, 
For all their hairs are gray, 
And if the next should be the last 

At least they’ve had their day. 
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_A good thing to draw to! 


Prince Albert, royal flush tobacco! Play it in that old jimmy pipe, play 
it in a cigarette! It sure will win no matter how you hook it up because 
it answers every tobacco question; every tobacco argument any- 
body starts! And listen, 


“Prince Albert”? can’t bite your tongue! 


All the sting has been cut out! And it's got the flavor, aroma. Got every- 
thing! No “‘back action” like ordinary brands that nip and kick when they get 
fired up! No bad tastes, no i!l-smelling fumes. Just a joy smoke—a real can- 
tata of tobacco symphony! 
Cy Taylor, says he, ‘‘buyin’ tobacco because the box 


looks right smartis like fishing deep sea with fussy 
bait. Can’t tell just what you’re a-goin’ to ketch.’’ 


You don’t smoke the box! 


ristmas 


t don’t 


ristmas 


airship 


Prince Albert goes over the counter to you for just what pipe smokers know 
it to be—the aera coolest, sweetest, longest burning, closest fire tobacco 
a man ever did draw to! 


Ask your dealer 


about that fam- 
Sold everywhere. Or send 8 cents for intro- us Prince Albert 
ductory tin. Offer good in U. S. only. fatal idor with 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C.. sponge in top. 


10 cent tins; 5 cent cloth bags wrapped in dry proof transparent paper. 


. But 


Can You Find the Fire 


Demon? 


5 Bids is an actual photograph of burning San 

Francisco where the Hartford Fire Insurance 
Company paid the largest single loss ever paid by 
any fire insurance company in the world. Some- 
where in the smoke above the burning city appears a 
face which we have named the Fire Demon. Can 
you find it? If you can, cut it out, paste on a pos- 
tal card, write your name and address and the name 
of the publication from which you 
have taken it. Send the postal to the 
Hartford Fire Insurance Company, 
Hartford, Ct. You will be sent, free 
of charge, a series of beautiful colored 
souvenir postal cards of fire scenes. 
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CARBO MAGNETIC 


STROP DE LUXE ==. 


P, 


The CARBO 
MAGNETIC RAZOR 


IS ALWAYS READY TO DO 
ITS WORK with that consistent delicate 
stroke characteristic only of the CARBO MAGNETIC. 
Ask your own dealer first. If he has not Carbo Magnetic Razors we 
will send one to you, delivery charges prepaid, on receipt of price. 
Enjoy REAL SHAVING, smoothest you have EVER EXPERI- 
ENCED. Use the razor every day for THIRTY DAYS; then if 
it does not bear out every claim we make, return it and YOUR 
MONEY WILL BE REFUNDED. 


Write for Booklet ‘‘Hints on Shaving” 


GRIFFON CUTLERY WORKS ‘3$ Brodway 
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PARIS GARTERS 


No Metal Can Touch You 


some holiday boxes for 


cents. fifty cents and 


A.STEINS Co. Makers 


Congress Staa Center Ave. Chicago 


Makes a boy 
feel like a man; 
makes a man feel 


For Men For Boys 


50%- 25° 


Union Suits Union Suits 


Chalmers Knitting Company 
Amsterdam, N. Y. 
All "Porosknit" has this label 


—and one thing more 

to be thankful for— 
the daily-tie-and-time-and 
temper-saving comfort of 


SLIDEWEL| 


COLLARS 


tie slide freely. 15c, 2 for 25c. 


#May be obtained in Aang- 
gift making at twenty-five 


one dollar. 2 &@ © & 


The collars with the little back button shield that let your 


The Recollections of 
Alex H. Stephens 


The preceding instal- 
ment of the “Recollec- 
tions” was brought to a 


EDITED BY 


people of all the States. 
My object was in all 
things so patriotically to 
act as to secure the 


close in the midst of a 
letter which Mr. Steph- M Y R | A LOCKE i | AVARY surest settlement of dif- 
ens had written to Pres- ficulties between the 


ident Andrew Johnson, 

explaining his connection 

with the Confederate Cause and setting forth at length his 
views upon subjects then attracting general attention. The 
continuation of the letter follows: 


CHAPTER V: (Concluded) 


man be excused, even in an error, on the grounds 

of misguided patriotism, in going with his people, 

espousing their cause as his cause, and linking his 
destiny with their destiny, although he might not have as 
strong convictions as I had that his people had not erred 
as a matter of right, however much they had erred as a 
matter of policy? If so, how much more should he be who 
had such convictions? I affirm that 
no sentiment of disloyalty to the 
Constitution of the United States, 
to the principles it contained, or 
the form of Government thereby 
established, ever entered my breast. 
The controlling motive with me in 
accepting the new trust assigned 
me was an earnest desire to res- 
cue, secure and perpetuate these 
in the convulsions about to ensue. 
My greatest apprehension from 
secession, was that the result would 
be the loss, both North and South, 
of these great essential principles 
of American Constitutional Liber- 
ty. Hence, in the State Conven- 
tion, I drew up a resolution which 
passed that body, instructing the 
delegates from Georgia to the 
Montgomery Convention, to form 
a new Confederation on the basis 
as nearly as practicable of the 
United States Constitution. 

It was with these views and 
feelings, I finally consented to go 
to Montgomery. There, my object 
was achieved almost to the letter. 
Such changes as were made looked 
mainly to the more clearly settling 
of disputed points in the old Con- 
stitution, so as to more surely bar 
the door against those discussions 


Ue these circumstances, might not a good and true 


eration was to be abandoned, as seemed to be resolved upon 
by the Southern people and not seriously or forcibly to be 
objected to by the Northern, I wished the same principles 


the Union upon these principles, to promote its advance- 
ment, development, power, glory, and renown,” I had de- 
clared on a memorable occasion in the House of Represen- 
tatives [Jan. 6, 1857] was my earnest desire, my highest 
aspiration. 
“All thoughts, all passions, all delights, 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
All are but ministers of love 
To feed this sacred flame.” 


“But” I had added, “the Constitutional Rights and Equal- 
ity of the States must be preserved.” In my judgment, this 
was the only way in which the Union could be maintained 
and these principles preserved. Such was my loyalty to 
these principles expressed in the Capitol of the Union; it 
was not questioned then. Such it was at Montgomery. 

After the formation of the new Constitution there adopt- 
ed, the position assigned me in the new Government was con- 
ferred upon me unanimously and without any solicitation on 
my part. But for this unanimity I should not have accepted 
it. Conferred as it was, it. was accepted partly as a high 
compliment to my integrity of purpose in the maintenance 
of those principles, as it evidently was, coming as it did from 
those with a large majority of whom I had differed so widely 
and radically and so recently upon vital questions of public 
policy; but chiefly, from a sense of duty I accepted this 
evidence of confidence reposed in me, in the hope that I 


Alexander H. Stephens 
From photo by Brady, 1855. Portrait of him as he appeared when 
making a speech in Congress 


States upon such terms 

and’ on such basis as rea- 
son and justice, not arms, should discover for the best in- 
terest, happiness, peace, and prosperity of the whole coun- 
try. This has been my controlling motive throughout. I have 
been wedded to no ideas as a basis of such settlement save 
one alone: the recognition of the ultimate absolute Sover- 
eignty of each of the several States as the surest foundation 
of permanent peace in such a Republic as ours—such a 
Confederation of States with such diversity of interests, 
stretching over a vast extent of territory, likely to stretch 
so much farther. 

My opinion was, that if this principle should be ac- 
knowledged, all other matters of difference would soon ad- 
just themselves. It would prove to be the self-adjusting prin- 
ciple of our system. It would be- 
come the Continental Regulator of 
all the North American States to 
whatever limits their boundaries 
might go, or to whatever extent 
their numbers might swell. I know 
the objection to this doctrine is 
that a Union formed upon such a 
principle would have no adhesion 
between its parts or members; Gov- 
ernment, to be anything, must be 
strong; its parts much be held to- 
gether by force; a Union formed 
upon the principle of permitting 
any member to quit it at pleasure 
would be held together by nothing 
better than a rope of sand. The 
reply to this with me has ever been, 
that the strongest force that can 
hold the parts or members of a 
Government together is the affec- 
tion of the people. Government, to 
be strong and powerful, must in- 
deed be held together by force. 
The force in the material world, 
which binds in indissoluble union 
all the parts in their respective and 
distant spheres throughout the lim- 
itable regions of space, is the sim- 
ple law of attraction. So should 
it be with Government, especially 
with a republic formed by States 
united in any sort of compact, with 


like a boy. which had so unfortunately agitat- a view to “mutual convenience and 
Shirts and Drawers ed the public mind and so seriously disturbed the public reciprocal advantage.” The only force that should keep them 
Per Garment tranquility under the old Government. If the old Confed- in bonds, should be that which brought them together: the 


law of attraction, affinity, affection, and devotion. This is the 
true principle of the strongest adhesion between States thus 
united. It springs from considerations of interests, safety, 
security, and welfare. When these are left untrammeled, in 


$1 00 50c of liberty to be preserved in the new one about to be formed. í é 
nae ® Porosknit " Against these sacred principles no disloyal or traitorous the light and under the guidance of dispassionate reason, no 
Booklet sent on request. throb ever beat in heart or breast of mine. “To maintain union would remain long dissevered that was really beneficial 


to its members. None, it is true, would stand that was in- 
herently and permanently injurious to any; nor ought such to 
stand. 

These are some of the views by which I was actuated in 
being thus wedded ‘to the maintenance of this doctrine of the 
Sovereignty of the States as the basis of a general settlement 
of the questions involved in our late trouble. Whether under 
an adjustment thus made, the old Union should be immediate- 
ly restored, or whether new confederations should be formed 
as might be deemed most conducive to the best interest of the 
parties concerned, was a matter of much less importance with 
me than the maintenance of the principle which lies, as I con- 
ceived, at the foundation of all American Institutions of Self- 
Government. 

As for slavery, or the relation of the Black race to the 
White, so far as concerns the pecuniary view of the subject, I 
would personally have been willing any day to give up that 
for recognition of the other great principle. Slavery, in the ab- 
stract, I ever abhorred and detested. Slavery, in the con- 
crete, being, as it existed with us, the subordination of an 
inferior to a superior race, was ever considered by me more 
in reference to its features as a social problem than one 
barely of capital and labor. In this view, it always presented 
itself to my mind as one of the greatest and most difficult 
questions to adjust upon the principles of reason and jus- 
tice, to which the attention of statesmen, philosophers, philan- 
thropists, and Christians was ever directed. 


My convictions, after much thought and reflection, were 
that a proper subordination of the inferior to the superior 
race was the natural and normal condition of the former in 
relation to the latter. I thought the assignment of that posi- 


Get the Genuine—or be disappointed 
It your dealer hasn't Slidewells ask him to get them for 
you. Or order direct from us, stating size and shape, en- 
closing 75 cents for 6. Complete Slidewell Style 
Book mailed on request. Address Dept. D. 


HALL, HARTWELL & CO., Troy, New York 


might be able to contribute some aid and exert some influ- 
ence that I could not otherwise, in controlling events the 
best way possible to secure the best results possible, not only 
for the peace and welfare of Georgia and her new Confed- 


erates, but for the peace, welfare, and prosperity of the (Continued on Page 24) 
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Ina dainty Gift Box -What better Gift ? 


é 


W HAT more suitable than a handsome, cleanly, efficient Parker fountain pen, to be the intimate 

companion of the father, mother, brother, sister, sweetheart or friend who gets it for Christmas ? 
If the Parker isn’t all I recommend the dealer will refund your money — If the 
fountain is broken by accident within one year, 


I will repair or replace at no cost. eS One ak. 


CLEANLY BECAUSE PARKER JACK-KNIFE 
of the LUCKY CURVE SAFETY FOUNTAIN PEN 


There are only two kinds of fountain pens, Even carried upside down this unique little 
the common straight ink feed type, and the pen doesn’t leak. I carried one in my pants 
Parker with the curved ink feed—the Lucky pocket with my knife and compass on a 250 
Curve. Straight ink feeds hold ink when Mile hunting and ig trip, and it meee 
you stop writing, until air expanded in the leaked a drop. Goes flat in your vest pocket 


: x or loose in the outside coat pocket or in a 
reservoir by the heat of the body forces it lady's purse or handbag. No valves, springs EMBLEM PENS 
into the cap where you find it ready to soil 


or disappearing mechanism to get out of order, $ọlid gold bands and em- 
fingers and linen when you remove the cap Ladies’ special Jack-Knife Safety pen, like illus- K. fC., Elks, 
to write. But the curved ink feed of the tration at the right, with ring for attaching to 

Parker—the Lucky Curve—is self-draining. chain, sterling silver mounting, $5.00; gold Sold by Dealers 
No ink in the feed, none can be forced into mounting, $6.00; lady’s and gentleman’s styles 1fyou can’t find a Parker 
the cap—and this is the patented feature —plain with No. 2gold pen, $2.50; with gold dealer, write 10 me for 
that makes the Parker cleanly and service- band, $3.00; plain with larger gold pens, $3.00, Prices $1.50 to $250.00. 
able for a life-time. $4.00 and $5.00, according to size. 


No. 15. $7.00. Barrel of tinted pearlslabs held by No. 421-2. $4.50. Chased barrel, gold band. Space 
gold bands. Gold filigree cap with space for owner’s name. 
for owner’s name. No. 51. $3.50. Gold or silver, designed name 
No. 16. $6.00. 18K. gold plate mounting. Space plate, unique and simple. 
for owner’s name, No. 201-2. $2.50. Chased barrel, lady’s size. 


PARKER PEN CO., Geo.S. Parker, Pres., 168 Mill St., Janesville, Wis. 


BRANCHES—Parker Pen Co., (Retail) 11 Park Row, New York City: Buntin, Gillies & Co., 
Hamilton and Montreal, Canada; Parker Pen Co., Stuttgart, Germany. 
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DELIGHTFUL BOOKS JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS 


Affording RARE OPPORTUNITIES To Everyone Everywhere At This Time Of GIFTS and SWEET REMEMBRANCES 


UNCLE REMUS’S HOME MAGAZINE EXTENDS TO YOU THESE CHRISTMAS SPECIALS 


No. 
Uncle Remus’s, 1 year Sh 
Woman’s Home Companion, 1 year. . . 1.50 
Uncle Remus and the Little Boy (1 copy) . 1.25 

Total 4 = .% 26h 
To you only ... $2.00 


No. 


Uncle Remus’s,l year ... . . $1.00 
Dressmaking at Home, 1 year. . . . . 1.00 
Shadow Between His Shoulder Blades(1 copy) .90 
TOME . e s. o S290 

To you only ... $1.25 


Good only till Saturday, December 31, 1910 


d No. 3 


Uncle Remus’s,1 year . ..-. . . . $1.00 
Hampton’s Magazine, 1 year ... . . 1.50 
Gabriel Tolliver (1 copy). . . . . . . 1.50 
Totals nt s eee 

To you only .. . . $2.00 


Good only till Saturday, December 31, 1910 


ee 


Í Uncle Remus} Note These Three Great Holiday Specials Selected For You 


= d tsLittle B oy q Of course others have contributed to your happiness during last year. Why not remember them 


i A now with lasting tokens of esteem? 
j X oel Chandle; Harsin q Good for new or renewal subscriptions. No orders at these low prices accepted to be sent out 
ee : of the United States and its possessions. 


Don’t forget our Gift Card feature to each ordering Unctr Remus’s Home Magazine a year to a 
friend. If none of these combinations meets your wants, just send $1.00 for a 15-months’ subscription 
to Uncte Remus’s Home Macazine, founded by Joel Chandler Harris, and specify where to send the 
magazine as à gift, and the beautifully illustrated card will be sent at once, giving your name as 
the donor. 


= Look ont dar, Bror Bar! I foel dis rock ofall!" 


THIS MAKES IT EASIER FOR YOU BY A CONCRETE EXAMPLE 
WHICH YOU CAN APPLY TO ANY OFFER ON THIS HALF-PAGE. 


You may accept any offer for yourself, or, for example, take No. 1 in the Holiday Gift Special List. You may send Uncie Remvs’s 
as a gift to one friend, and to another you may send Woman’s Home Companion a year, and to another you may send “Uncle 
Remusand the Little Boy”. Or you may have sent one entire combination to any person you desire. 


This advertisement is founded on a fact, that no eulogy need be offered you on any of the writings of Joel Chandler Harris nor on his magazine. 


ADDITIONAL PRIVILEGES TO GET HIS BOOKS, AND HIS MAGAZINE 


With each quotation below, a year’s subscription to Uncte Remvus’s Home MaGazine is included. 


Price 
NAME wou bive NAME ee ien Save NAME on van Shave 
The Kidnapping of President Lincoln. . . . $1.50 $1.00 PAT NSE BtEOOIE obo ies SS eke $2.00 $1.00 The Bishop and the Boogerman . . . . . . $1.00 $1.00 
The Making of a Statesman . . . . . . . . $1.25 $1.00 Tales of the Home Folks in Peace and War. . $1.50 $1.00 ‘Sister Jane. Her Friends and Acquaintances . $1.50 $1.00 
COS Uncle Remus e su oo os s+. «+. $200 SLO Pisntetiorts Pageants EOE ns sss TERON TA. MEF E) Taon Soe tr nger and His eon See a ca 
Uncle Remus and His Friends . . . . . . . $1.50 $1.00 Mingo and Other Sketches ..... ai Sis . $1.06 Aaron in the Wildwoods . . . | | | | | . $200 $1.00 
Baahan Ho Maas. So . Si E an E E $1.25 $1.00 Nights With Uncle Remus |. | | | | | | | $150 $1.00 


-GET YOUR ORDER IN NOW. DON’T DELAY. ADDRESS 
UNCLE REMUS’S HOME MAGAZINE, ATLANTA, GEORGIA 
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A GILLETTE 


ive him a Gillette Safety Razor and you 
will see him as interested as a boy on 
Christmas morning. It is a man’s gift that 
never fails to please. You know he usually feels 
rather silly over his Christmas presents. He takes 
the will for the deed. | 


If you want him to enjoy the gift as well as the intent 
give him a Gillette. 
The Gillette appeals to his sense of the practical—the me- 
chanical. It is so compact, workmanlike, efficient. It is so) 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 82 W. Second Street, Boston 


New York, Times Building Chicago, Stock Exchange Building Gillette Safety Razor Ltd., London 
Eastern Office, Shanghai, China Canadian Office, 63 St. Alexander Street, Montreal 2 
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CHRISTMAS 


all-there and all right. Give him a Gillette and watch his face 
When he opens the package. | 

There are all styles, to suit every need and every purse 
The case made of metal, morocco grain leather, real seal or 
English pig skin; the razor silver or gold plated. 

ou can buy a standard set at $5.00 and a pocket edition 

at $5.00 to $6.00. Combination and travelers’ sets at $6.00 to 
$50.00. There are now two sizes of blade packets—12 double- 
edge blades, $1.00; 6 double-edge blades, 50 cents. 

Write and we will send you an illustrated pamphlet. 


Hinge bitelle 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 82 W. Second Street, Boston 


Factories: Boston, Montreal, Leicester, Berlin, Paris 
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“The Business Pen” 


For Home, Office 
or Travel pee 


Ss 
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It makes no difference for 
what writing need you buy a 
Conklin Pen—it is always The Business 

Pen, The Business Pen, The BUSINESS 
Pen—whether bought for office work, social correspondence 
use, or for rough-and-ready writing under conditions where 
other pens would be absolutely useless. 


CONKLIN’S 


Self-Filliing Fountain Pen 


is, indeed, “The Business Pen.” It writes as smoothly as a soft lead pencil. 
The moment it runs dry anywhere, it can be filled instantly at any inkwell 
by simply dipping it in and pressing the wonderful ‘‘Crescent- 
Filler.” Makes no muss when filling—no fuss when writing. As 
“clean as a whistle’? when carried in a white vest pocket. You 
never saw a pen so handy, so convenient, so clean, so business-like. 

Hard iridium-tipped 14-K gold pens in points to suit all hands. Also special 


pens for special purposes, such as bookkeeping, stenography, manifolding, etc. 
Ink reservoir guaranteed for five years. 


If you want “The Business Pen,” get a Conklin. 
Prices, $3, $4, $5 to $15, at leading dealers everywhere. 


Write to-day for catalogue and three good pen stories, “How Thompson 
Got Pen Wise”; “Our Good Old Friend, the Fountain Pen”; and “Do Camels 
Drink Ink? ”—all free. 


Fills itself THE CONKLIN PEN MANFG,. COMPANY, 
like this 230 Conklin Building, Toledo, Ohio, U. S. A. 


THE gift that is most appreciated by 

men is something serviceable that 
adds to their personal comfort. Most 
men consider it a luxury to have a pair of 
“Shirley President”? Suspenders for each 
pair of trousers. 

When you select “Shirley Presidents” you 
know you are giving “him” the ġest in sus- 
penders—the most comfortable kind because 
of the Sliding Cord—the kind “he” would 
choose were he buying them himself. 

The beautiful holiday box furnishes an at- 
tractive presentation package that gives a 
Christmas touch to the gift. 

Price 50 cents from your dealer or from 
the factory to any address. 

If you wish to give a more expensive pair, 
send $1.00 to us for Silk “Shirley Presidents.” 
Silk elastic webbing and full Gilt Finished 
metal mountings. 


Signed Guarantee On Every Pair 


Buy to-day and get part of your Christmas 
shopping off your mind. 


If you would like three beautiful Art Panels, 
size 10x14 inches (no advertising) for framing, 
send 25 cents for the President Calendar. 


GIVE HIM A 
PAIR OF 


SHIRLEY 
PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDERS 


FOR CHRISTMAS 


KID BOOK SERIES 


Uncle Remus’s Home Magazine needs room. We 
are cleaning them out. 


No. 1—Danny Dime’s Bank Book, price 75c. 
No. 2—Timothy Time’s Clock Book, price 75c. 


Just a few left. Given without additional cost to you 
for one yearly subscription at $1.00 to Uncle Remus’s 
Home Magazine. It’s all the same—your new or re- 
newal subscription, or that of a neighbor. Step lively. 
Get one for your boy or girl, or let them doit. Both 
sent for two new or renewal subscribers and $2.00. 
Dandy gifts. Address 


UNCLE REMUS’S HOME MAGAZINE 


ATLANTA, GEORGIA 


1715 Main Street 


THAT INTENSELY POPULAR! Georgia Your Goal 


THE C. A. EDGARTON MANUFACTURING CO. 
Shirley, Mass. 


Sell your high priced farms in the 
North, South or West and buy better 
lands in Georgia at $20 to $30 an acre. 
You can make 100 bushels of corn or oats 
to the acre here. 

The prize winner at the Georgia State 
Fair, 1910, made 195 bushels of corn on 
one acre. 

Two crops a year. Great opportunities 
for raising poultry, apples, other fruits, and 
for market gardening and dairying. Finest 
all the year round climate in America. 

Good land will go to $100 an acre in a 
few years. Invest now while it is cheap. 
Low railroad rates twice a month. To 
get a location in the sections which have 
the best future, write to 


FRANK WELDON, Atlanta, Ga. 


THE RECOLLECTIONS OF 


(Continued from Page 20) 


tion in the structure of society to the African race amongst us was the best for 
both races and in accordance with the ordinance of the Creator as manifested in 
His works. In His Word, given through His inspired Oracles, there is nothing 
against this view, but much which clearly sanctions it. Our system was not perfect, 
as what human system are, ever were, or ever will be? Many things connected with 
it not only did not meet my approval but excited my strongest aversion and deepest 
sympathy and commiseration. The same I may say of many things connected with 
the best institutions in the best regulated communities in whicl I have ever had the 
good or bad fortune to cast my lot. When- 
ever I have been up North, or out in 
the far West, as well as down in the far 
South, I have met with many things in 
the workings of the best systems which 
caused me to feel if not to exclaim: 


Alas! what crowds in every land 
Are wretched and forlorn, 

Man’s inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn. 


If our system was not the best for 
both races, or could not be made the 
best for both, looking to the progress of 
both in civilization, physically, 
morally, and intellectually; then, 

I ever held it to be radically wrong, 
and freely admitted that it ought 
to be abolished, and some other 
system adopted that would allow 
the accomplishment of these ends. 

. The pecuniary view of the 
subject was ever with me but the 
dust in the balance compared with 
others connected with it. After 
this struggle commenced I was 
willing to give up the whole sys- 
tem . . . for the recognition, as 
I have stated, of the other great 
principle—the Sovereignty of the several States. If my position in the Confed- 
erate Government was still retained after I clearly saw that the great objects 
I had in view when accepting it were not likely to be obtained even by the suc- 
cess of Confederate arms, and after I saw that the administration was pursuing 
a line of policy leading to opposite results to those I was aiming at, and to 
which I was not only strongly opposed but exceedingly hostile—it was mainly 
with the view and in the hope that some occasion might arise when my counsels 
might be of more avail than they had been. Owing to my hostility to the meas- 
ures of that Government, my loyalty to its cause was more than suspected; I 
was by many denounced as a traitor; my loyalty, however, my whole soul and 
heart, was ever true to that cause with the aims and objects therein set forth, 
as it had been to the old cause of the old Union with the same. If I was a 
traitor to either, then in heart I was equally traitor to both. 

Throughout the struggle, my heart bled over the sufferings of the people, 
both North and South, from the atrocities of war. The condition of suffering 
prisoners on both sides was one that awakened in me deepest interest and most 
active sympathies. My efforts to mitigate them need not be stated. Many are 
already known to the ‘world; others, not known, of not much less importance, 
would have been attended with great good had they been successful. Suffice it 
lo say, that all that I could do on that line was done, 


R. M. T. Hunter 
One of the Peace Commissioners who met with Repre- 
sentatives of Federal Government at Hampton Roads 


Responsibilities Which Caused Him Concern 


The conclusion of this whole statement then, is this: The war was inaugu- 
rated against my judgment. It was conducted on our side against my judgment. 
I do not feel myself responsible for any of the appalling evils attending it. Its 
results are not what I desired, the Sovereignty of the several States has not 
been maintained. Thus, regularly constituted Governments have been displaced, 
as part of its results. Slavery has been completely abolished. If any other 
system or measure can be devised for the better amelioration of the condition 
ot the colored portion of our population, consistent with the best interest of 
both races, then I shall be content. The conflict is over; all further contest 
has been abandoned—abandoned not so soon as I wished it to be, but abandoned 
when it was, with my entire approbation, for reasons I need not state; and in 
full view of the consequences, I accept the issues and results as they exist, and 
declare my entire willingness in the most perfect good faith to abide by them 
accordingly. 

If, upon this statement of my case and of these reasons or of any others, 
you shall be pleased to extend to me the benefits of that amnesty awarded to 
others, it shall be as cordially accepted as it has been liberally tendered. Not 
from any weakness of nature prompting a desire to shun the full legal..respon- 
sibilities of my acts under the Constitution and laws of the country, nor any 
dread of meeting the consequences even though the end should be the scaffold 
or the gallows; but because, feeling as I do, I think I should do you, as well as 
myself, a wrong in not thus accepting it if the case stated is embraced in the 


jtender. If, upon a review of the case thus presented, you should be of opinion 


that it is not so embraced, that it would be “consistent with the peace and 
dignity of the United States” to embrace me in this liberal offer set forth in 
the proviso in the proclamation; or if you should think best not to decide the 
question hastily, or without mature deliberation, then I have this request to make 
of you: that in the interim I be released from my present confinement on my 
parole of honor to report myself at any stated place and time upon due notice 
to meet any charge that may be legally established against me. 

I have been now four weeks in custody; two in this place in close confine- 
ment, permitted to speak to no one except the guard and officers in charge, with 
liberty to walk out one hour every day on the grounds accompanied by an 
officer. My physical condition is feeble. The diet furnished is not such as the 
state of my health, and previous habits, require for its preservation. I am per- 
mitted, it is true, to supply necessary extras at my own cost. This is consuming 
the small stock of means I possess. 

The whole of my personal effects will not more than pay my debts and 
provide education for orphan nephews under my charge and dependent on me. 
I have much to do at home in arranging for supplies for a number of other 
persons also dependent on me for subsistence, and in settling estates of which 


I have direction and management. 
to make more suitable provision for those who have heretofore stood in the rela- 


I wish, moreover, in the new order of things 


tion of slaves to me under our laws. I have lands on which I wish to make them 
as comfortable as possible. I had told them upon the surrender of the Army 
of Virginia what I supposed would be the result of the war as to their condi- 
iion, and the terms on which they could remain at the old homestead, if they 
wished. To these terms they all most cheerfully assented. I was arrested and 
brought away before arrangements, which involved surveys, allotments, etc., 
were perfected; my presence is necessary for their consummation. 

I have but one brother living . . . He was reported to be ill a day or two 
after my arrest . . . I am exceedingly anxious not only to hear from, but to 
see and be with, him. 

My pledge of honor was never broken and never will be . . . Whatever con- 
ditions may be required, touching my intercourse with others during my enlarge- 
ment, will be most strictly conformed to . . . If I were permitted to exert them, 
all my influence and power would be directed to a restoration of quiet, order, 
and government in Georgia upon the basis of accepting and abiding by the issues 
of war as proclaimed by the Executive . . . But I have no desire to take any 
active part in these matters. Should my real estate, which is perhaps, worth 
about ten thousand dollars, be also spared me, it would add a great deal to 
my comfort while I live. As for the franchise or having any voice hereafter in 
the administration of government or the election of rulers, I care but little. 
The last election I ever took part in was the election of delegates to the State 
Convention in 1861. My vote was then cast against secession. I am perfectly 
willing that that shall stand as the last vote ever cast by me. 


d Mr. Stephens’s Views Regarding Slavery 


And now, Mr. President: If it does not consist with your views either to 
grant the special application, or the request for the release on parole just made, 
then I have one other still smaller request to make: and that is, that my im- 
prisonment here shall not be close, that, during the day, the door of my apart- 
ment shall not be locked; that I may be permitted to walk out and in at pleas- 
ure, between sunrise and sunset; that I may not be debarred from holding com- 
munications with friends in and out of the Fort in the presence of officers, or 
subject to the instruction of the officer commanding at the Post. 

May I presume to ask that this communication be answered and that the 
answer, whatever it may be, may be sent as soon as your manifold duties will 
conveniently allow? 

All of which is most respectfully submitted to Your Excellency’s thoughtful, 
clement, and patriotic consideration by ALEXANDER H. STEPHENS. 


CHAPTER VI 


UNE 11.—I see in the Boston Herald that there was a riot yesterday in Wash- 
ington, D. C., between Federal soldiers and Negroes; attack by the former 
upon the latter. Several were wounded and some killed on both sides. Is 

this but the beginning of conflicts to be enacted between the races, until one or 
the other is extinguished? Sad forebodings haunt me. Equality does not exist 
between blacks and whites. The one race is by nature inferior in many respects, 
physically and mentally, to the other. This should be received as a fixed in- 
vincible fact in all dealings with the subject. It is useless to war against the 
decrees of nature in attempting to make things equal which the Creator has 
made unequal; the wise, humane, and philosophic statesman will deal with facts 
as he finds them. God knows my views on slavery never rose from any disposition 
to lord it over any human being or to see anybody else so lord it. In my whole 
intercourse with the black race, those by our laws recognized as my slaves and 
all others, I sought to be governed by the Golden Rule; taking this rule in its 
true sense of doing unto others as I would have others do unto me were positions 
reversed. I never owned one that I would have held a day without his or her free 
will and consent. One of the greatest perplexities of my life was what disposi- 
tion to make of my Negroes by will. Our laws against manumission I looked 
on as unwise and impolitic. Some Negroes of mine, I knew from conversations 
with them, wished to be free when I should be gone. This I provided for as 
far as I could by will under our laws. To all the rest I secured the right of 
choosing their future masters. My own judgment was that those who elected 
to go to a free State would not be so well off as those who should remain at 
home with masters of their choice. Still, that was with me a matter for their 
own decision and which I did not feel at liberty to con- 
trol. So far as my own Negroes are concerned, there 
is nothing now that would give me more pleasure, under 
the changed order of things, than to try the experiment 
and see what can be done for them in their new condition. 
I have just read Gerrit Smith’s lecture on Treason 
and punishment of traitors as reported in the 
Tribune. It is about what I should have expected 
from him. I knew him personally in Congress; 
formed there a very favorable opinion of his gen- 
eral generous impulses of philanthropy. He was 
considered by most Southern people as a monster. 
But few Southern members would recognize or 
speak to him at first. This prejudice wore off, 
I believe, before the termination of the Congress 
of which he was a member. I entertained none 
of it myself; met him socially as I would any 
other intelligent, courteous gentleman. I dined 
with him at his own house, and we talked over in a friendly spirit all those 
questions which were agitating the country to its foundations, questions on which 
we radically differed in many respects and which have ended in such bloody deeds. 

My arrangement with sutler for meals has commenced. I fare better . 

[Several pages describe a visit from Surgeon Seaverns, with a dialogue, from 
which the following is an extract :] 

Surg. I see you have some books. (Looking at Greeley’s book.) I have never 
seen this work before. 

Pris. It is one of the fairest as well as one of the ablest one-sided histories 
I ever read. 

Surg. I have not read much from Greeley lately. He has been rather vacil- 
lating during the war. You know him, do you? 

Pris. Oh yes, 1 have met him often. He served a term in Congress while I 
was there. I was on very good terms with him in our personal relations. I al- 
ways regarded him as a man of inflexible purpose, principle, and integrity on 
his line. He is, in many points of view, a real philosopher. His paper, the 
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Beautiful portico of St. Michael’s Church, Charleston, 
with its typical brick wall and wrought-iron gateway 


Simonton gateway, Charleston, one of the most nota- 
ble of its kind in America 


Carriage and “‘slave’’ gates of the O'Neill residence, Charleston 


It is the purpose of this series of articles—of which this is the ninth instal- 
ment—to illustrate types of Southern architecture in which students are inter- 
ested: the Georgian (or Colonial) with its refined classicism; the West Indian, 
with its double-deck verandas. and that peculiar and most typical style, with 
white columns as its salient feature, which was the natural outgrowth of the 
influences exerted by the Greek Revival. These white-columned, or Greek temple 
houses, and their manifold derivatives scattered throughout the South—from 
Virginia to Mexico—are both types and prototypes in American architecture: the 
only style in the whole of our common country we may rightfully claim as our 
own. They are types because they represent a peculiar period and condition, 
and prototypes because they have served, and are serving, as models for much of 
the architecture of the present day throughout America. Each of the articles 
in the series is separate and complete in itself, and, at the same time, each 
relates indirectly to those which have preceded and are to follow. 
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Part IX—Some Gateways and Gardens 


HE old gardens of the South are among its most interesting 
mementos of the past. Those at Camden, S. C., are justly 
celebrated for their marvelous arches of cedar, flowering olive 

and box. Perhaps nowhere in the South is the topiary art of two PO T EE MALL aR alae, 

generations ago better illustrated. (Competent critics have de- tery, Charleston 

clared the old gardens at “Pine Flat”, “Hobkirk Inn” and “Laus- 

anne” equal to the best of those found in connection with old English 

manor houses. “Lausanne”, as it was first called, was planted by 

John deSaussure, a French Huguenot. The name of the place was 

afterwards changed to “Upton Court”, and it has passed through a 

number of hands. It is to-day as perfect an example of the formal 

gardening of the section and period as can be found. No gardens in 


America are planted on so heroical a scale as these. 

The rich Southerner of the early Nineteenth century was a man 
with large schemes. Having limited labor at his command (and 
labor is the positive quantity of every garden), his ideas were more 
colored by the picturesque than by the smug. Box, so commonly em- 
ployed in New England, is seldom seen in the far South. Privet, so 
generally used in modern gardens, was but little known at Camden 
seventy-five years ago. The shrubs most employed in that region 
were cedar, mock orange, and a species of flowering olive, euonymous 
and holly. The flowering olive lends itself to various treatment in 
big ard little; it is well suited to the sandy soil of middle and lower 
South Carolina; it grows apace anq it stands the summer heat better 
than almost any other plant. 

Sowell gardens, at Camden, afford some excellent specimens of 
topiary art, in connection with which cedar was most commonly used. 
“Holly Hedge”, a beautiful old garden of Camden, has various walks 
bordered with holly and one great arch of it. The garden also con- 


Old formal gardens of Pringle House, Charleston 


Formal gardens at Chateau LeVert, Augusta, Ga., once the home of Octavia Walton LeVert 


The old Greek gatehouse of the Manigault residence, Charleston. A unique expression of the Greek Revival 


tains a hedge of Cherokee roses, which, when full of white blossoms in the 
spring, is indescribably lovely and most characteristic of the South. 

Among the flowering evergreens found in most Southern gardens is the 
gardenia, colloquially known as the “cape jessamine”, and the camelia japonica. 
The gardenia grows in great round bushes and is always highly ornamental, 
whether used singly or as a hedge. In some sections of the South, the 
cultivation of the gardenia is so simple that every negro hut has a huge 
bush as a single sentinel at the gate, full grown, luxuriant, spreading 
its polished leaves in the sunlight, blooming riotously in excess of fecundity, 
filling the air with fragrance; the mere presence of such munificence satirizing 
the gaunt, bare, indigence of man. In the alluvial low country every other 
farmhouse facing the road has hedges of gardenias bordering either side of the 
firm walk of white sand, their straight line giving a touch of pleasing formality 
to what would be otherwise a very indefinite effect. 

The Preston gardens at Columbia, S. C., were perfect in their day and 
once covered two city squares. They still show some remarkable hedges. Among 
the best known gardens of the old South are Ferrell Gardens, at LaGrange, 
Ga. They cover ten acres and abound in clipped and shaped hedges of various 
kinds; and rare plants from all quarters of the globe. Some very interesting 
gardens are to be found at Beaufort, S. C., attached to fine old Georgian 
houses. 

Beaufort and the adjoining country, including the nearby Sea Islands, 
was at one time the abode of the richest society people in America who repre- 
sented the nearest approach to a blood aristocracy on this continent, in that 
they married only among themselves for generations, and consequently were 
all related. They owned more slaves per capita than any other people in the 
South, and looked with disdain on all occupations other than the planting of 
rice and Sea Island cotton. Their servants and livery and their equipages pre- 
sented a spectacle of elegance and fashion then unequaled in America. Their 
houses were the most splendid in the country and were filled with what is now 
called old mahogony, and their gardens were skilfully laid out and perfectly 
maintained. 

One of the most beautiful gardens not only of the South but in the world 
is that of Magnolia-on-the-Ashley, near Charleston. The Manor house, once 
a feature of the old estate, was burned by Sherman’s army, but the wonderful 
gardens remain intact and are visited by thousands of tourists. 


Where the Azalea Grows in Luxuriance 

AGNOLIA-ON-THE-ASHLEY was settled by the Drayton family. Two 

brothers of that name having come as gentlemen adventurers from the 
Barbadoes, one of them settled at “Magnolia” and the other at “Drayton 
Hall”. The chief glory of “Magnolia” gardens are the azaleas, They grow 
there in almost unheard of luxuriance and perfection. The bushes are some- 
times twelve feet high and twenty feet in circumference. Their blooms are 
crimson and all shades of pink with now and then a white bush. The gardens 
are still in perfect preservation. Smooth walks wind through rich wildernesses 
of color; placid lakes mirror a thousand different hues; great live oak trees 
are weighted down with moss; and walls of rhododendrons and banks of golden 
banksias lend their gay color to the brilliant scene. 

Before the azaleas begin to decline the camelia japonica trees burst into 
floWer and delight the onlooker with perfections undreamed of. There are six 
acres of these, white and pink and mottled, which, grow in great cone-shaped 
bushes, scentless and cold, but exquisite to behold in the tropical luxuriance 
of these unequaled gardens. 

A little later, as the spring advances, the magnolia trees come to blossom, 
then indeed the place is an enchanted spot worthy of a queen’s taste. The waters 
of the Atlantic ebb and flow langorously in the river whereon either bank the 
rich grass grows; the air is heavy with fragrance and the great trees loom in 
stately masses, sheltering their proud blossoms amid the cool shadows of the 
waxy leaves. In the midst of all this floral munificence stands the tomb of the 
Draytons in which six generations are sleeping. 

Charleston, S. C., has many beautiful old formal gardens, but it is difficult 
for the casual tourist to find them, as they are mostly concealed by high brick 
walls. And yet, lovely as gardens are, who would tear down the dear old 
garden walls of Charleston? Each wall has its gateway: sometimes two—nay 
three of them. One for the guest who rings the street bell, and forthwith a 
Servant comes out of the house, crosses the lawn down the sandy walk and 
opens the great iron gate with a great iron key. It is all quite feudal and 
charming. Often there is a carriage gate and a gate for servants—the “old 
Slave gate”—on one side of it. 

One of the most beautiful gateways of the South is a feature of Judge 
Simonton’s residence in Legree street, Charleston. It is of wrought iron 
and is most effectively designed. For generations it has held the would- 
be intruder in his proper place, at the same time affording him a tantalizing 
glimpse of the beautiful old gardens within. Every place of any consequence 
in Charleston has its high wall and iron gateway. 


z The Beauty of Old St. Michael’s 

PASSING down Meeting street, from the Battery in the direction of St. 

Michael’s church, you pass a succession of high walls enclosing private 
grounds, not the least imposing of which is that of old St. Michael’s itself. 
The iron gateway which admits to the burying ground was executed by a blind 
artisan who is said to be responsible for a great deal of the high class wrought 
iron work around Charleston, much of which has been widely copied and is 
Said to equal the best things of Queen Anne’s reign. Nothing in the whole of 
Charleston is more deliciously unique, however, than the old Greek gatehouse 
which affords entrance through the street into the grounds of the Manigault 
house in Meeting street.. Here we have the apogee of the Greek Revival—a 
little piece of delicious classicism—a toy, a wanton extravagance, yet how de- 
lightful! It is furnished with seats and is a happy combination of summer- 
house and gateway. 


The next article will deal with “Some Historic Houses of the South”, with 
illustrations of the old Governor’s Mansion, Milledgeville, Ga.; Robert Toombs’ 
residence, Washington, Ga.; home of ex-Governor Joseph E. Brown, Atlanta, 
Ga.; Chateau LeV ert, Augusta, Ga.; Heard House, Washington, Ga., where the 
last meeting of the Confederate Cabinet was held, and others. 
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THE RECOLLECTIONS OF 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Tribune, I always read with a great deal of interest—as I have read his book 
-—-however much I disagree with him in his premises and conclusions. He is 
always fair in statements, open and bold in purpose, and has a vigor, force, 
perspicuity in style rarely equalled. Like most philosophers, he has many 
eccentricities in ideas as well as in manners. 

Surg. Even in dress. His coat and hat are quite famous. 

Pris. Yes; no one thinks of Greeley without the coat and hat. These 
seem part of the physical man, no less characteristic than his long stride and 
shambling gait. 

Geary brought dinner. I obeyed the Doctor’s directions in finishing with 
some whisky—from the bottle Harry put up for me. I have never taken that 
bottle from my trunk without thinking of how Harry looked when he got it 
and handed it to me. It was just before the trunk was locked; all had gone 
cut of my room but him and me. He looked sad. I hastily gave him all 
the directions I could, in rather confused order; told him, amongst other 
things that I wished him to remember, if I never saw him again, to be sure 
and send his children to school, to give them an education if he could. His 
sorrowful face at that last interview is daguerreotyped upon my memory, 
and I never see the bottle but association brings it out in its distinct impression. 

In the N. Y. Times I see a letter of some importance from Hon. J. 
Minor Botts. It sets forth many truths; but what appears therein as an , 
extract from my speech in the Georgia Secession Convention is incorrect. Where 
he could have got such a report of my speech, I cannot imagine. I could 
not have spoken of secession as a crime, for however much I was opposed 
to it, I did not so consider it. I considered that the State had a perfect 
right to secede; her act was fully justified on the grounds of breach of com- 
pact by several of the Northern States in the matter of the rendition of 
fugitives from service, by which open, palpable, and avowed breach of faith, 
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she was released from all moral obligation to continue in bonds of union with 
them. A contract broken by one party is dissolved as to all, if the others so 
choose to consider it. But I did not consider it politic or wise for the State 
to adopt that mode of redress. Nations or States are not bound, even in 
konor, to adopt the ultima ratio regum, for everything that would justify it. 
This was my position which seemed so hard for the mass of mankind to 
comprehend. This breach of covenant on the part of several of the Northern 
Cenfederates, was in my judgment the only ground that fully justified the 
State, in view of the moral obligations resting upon her under the Com- 
pact of Union, in taking the course she did. But what is fully justifiable, 
morally and legally, is not always wise and expedient. 


CHAPTER VII 


UNE 14.—Read Jeremiah 30, and all of Lamentations. The wailing of 

Israel’s poet over the subjugation, desolation, and ruin of his Zion, meet 

a sympathetic response in my breast over a like condition of my own dear 
Georgia. How -vividly return to my mind the feelings with which I went from 
a sick bed to address a vast concourse of people at Dalton in 1860: in that 
address, with all due reverence, I exclaimed: “O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou 
that killest the prophets and stonest them which are sent unto thee, how often 
would I have gathered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her 
chickens under her wings, and ye would not.” This speech was made in proph- 
ecy of impending ruin; amidst interruptions and attempts to prevent my coyn- 
sels from having effect, I warned our people to stay these calamities while 
they might. ' 

Walked out. Saw Generel Ewell on his crutches. I remarked that I 
thought he had an artificial leg; wondered he did not use it. Lieut. W. re- 
plied that Ewell said he was waiting before getting an artificial leg to see 
if the authorities were going to hang him; if he was going to be hung, he did 
not care to go to the expense; intended to wait and make out on his crutches 
until that matter was decided. Ewell has a sense of humor. 

June 15.—Rose at 6:45. Was disturbed by dreams, Richmond was the 
scene. I seemed to be roaming amid ruins, looking for Mr. Baskerville’s 
house; was on my way home, and had stopped to see after Henry and An- 
thony. The house—in my dream—had been burned, not a vestige remained 
of it, nor of other houses that had stood around it; Mr. Stanard’s and all 
were swept away by fire. 

June 16.—I see in the papers an account of John Mitchel’s* arrest 
in New York. Mitchel is a rare character, an eccentric genius. I was sorry, 
not only on his own account, but on account of the South and her cause, when 
I saw some weeks ago that he was in New York writing for the News. He is 
a man of too much violence of temper, too much extravagance; and too little 
discretion, to be identified, to its advantage, as a leading exponent of any cause. 


A Word About Mitchel and O’Brien 


When Smith O’Brien* was in this country on a visit to Washington, 
he stopped with Mitchel who had a house there. I was on friendly relations 
with Mitchel. At his invitation, I called to see O’Brien and was well pleased 
with this far-famed “patriot and rebel”. His bearing, as well as his high 
intelligence and virtue, could not fail to impress any one coming in contact 
with him. I assumed the discharge of the office, very agreeable to myself, 
of introducing him to President Buchanan; Mr. Mitchel accompanied us. 
As we were returning to our carriage, speaking of Mitchel in his presence 
to O’Brien, I said that Mitchel’s greatest difficulty lay in extravagance of 
feeling and expression; that he seemed to forget that there were three de- 
grees of comparison in language; he dealt almost exclusively in superlatives. 

O’Brien nodded assent with a smile, while Mitchel did not seem to dis- 
sent from the justness of the criticism. Afterward, while O’Brien was on a 
visit to me at Liberty Hall, on his tour through the South, Mitchel was often 
the subject of our conversation. O’Brien, it was evident, was devotedly at- 
tached to him personally, while deeply regretting some of his eccentricities 
and extravagances. He did a great deal in bringing on the war. 

I get no letters; hear nothing from my application to the President, see 
no allusion to it in any of the papers. It must have reached Washington be- 
fore this, but perhaps it is filed away in some pigeon-hole to be taken up 
in its turn, which may not be for weeks or months. Who in that busy crowd 
cares for me? A man in prison is soon forgot, almost as completely as if 
he were in his grave. A brother, a few relatives and friends and faithful 


* Mitchel and O’Brien, as leaders of the “Young Ireland Rebellion” had 
been banished from Great Britain in the forties. Mitchel edited by turns sev- 
eral papers in this country, and during the war, the Richmond Enquirer, re- 
puted organ of the Confederate administration. 
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domestics and, perhaps, three devoted dogs, are, in creation’s range, the only 
beings that think once of me in a week or a month. 

Turned to Job: 

“If I did despise the cause of my manservant or of my maidservant; when 
they contended with me; If I have withheld the poor from their desire, or 
have caused the eyes of the widow to fail; or have eaten my morsel myself 
alone, and the fatherless hath not eaten thereof; If I have seen any perish 
for want of clothing, or any poor without covering; If his loins have not 
blessed me and if he were not warmed with the fleece of my sheep; If I have 
lifted up my hand against the fatherless, when I saw my help in the gate; 
Then let mine arm fall from my shoulder-blade, and mine arm be broken 
from the bone. If I rejoiced at the destruction of him that hated me, or 
lifted up myself when evil found him: Neither have I suffered my mouth to 
sin by wishing a curse to his soul. The stranger did not lodge in the street: 
but I opened my doors to the traveler.” 


` Concerning Georgia’s Provisional Governor 


Most truly can I repeat this, if I know myself. When has suffering hu- 
manity appealed to me for assistance or redress that was not rendered if in 
my power? When have the poor, even the unfortuhate blacks, driven from 
their abodes in winter cold and snow, appealed to me that they did not re- 
ceive food and shelter? When has the voice of distress, from high or low, 
ever reached my ears unheard or unrelieved, if relief was in my power? I 
do feel that I have labored more during my feeble, suffering life for the 
comfort and happiness of others than for my own. 

I have aided between thirty and forty young men, poor and indigent or 
without present means, to get an education; the number I do not exactly recol- 
lect. Many of these I took through a regular collegiate course, or offered 
them the means for such a course. My assistance of this character has not 
been confined to young men; orphan and indigent girls have received liberally 
of my bounty. I have spent many thousands of dollars for the accommoda- 
tion and comfort of those recognized as my slaves by our law, over and above 
all returns they ever made to me. This was of my own earnings. I com- 
menced life without a cent; indeed I was in debt for my own education: as 
I had been assisted when in weed, so I ever afterward assisted those in like 
circumstances, as far as I could. In all my troubles and trials, and they 
have not been few or small, I never cherished malice against those from whom 
I had received wrong. Never did I “rejoice at the destruction of him that 
hated me or lifted up myself when evil found him.” 

Sunday—In the Boston Herald, I see that James Johnson, of Columbus, 
has been appointed Provisional Governor of Georgia. I know him well. He 
was my classmate in college, and contested the highest distinction with me. 
No honors were awarded by the faculty: but Johnson, William Crawford (son 
of the once-candidate for President of the United States) and myself were se- 
lected to deliver three orations: salutatory in Latin to the audience, trustees, 
and faculty; valedictory to the same and the class; and a philosophical ora- 
tion to the audience. “Salutatory”, “Valedictory”, “philosophical Oration” 
were written on separate slips of paper and put in a hat held by Dr. Church; 
he called Crawford who stepped forward and drew “Valedictory”; Johnson 
drew “Oration”. Of course, “Salutatory” ‘was left to me. The faculty al- 
lowed me to make also an address in English to the audience. The valedic- 
tory by college usage was always assigned as first honor, the Latin salutatory 
as second, and the philosophical oration as third; but as the faculty were 
prohibited from conferring honors, they fell upon this expedient of arrang- 
ing for commencement. Had honors been assigned according to roll of 
merit or class standing, the first would have been mine. Johnson and Craw- 
ford, I think, stood equal, two marks only below me. Johnson, like myself, 
was poor. He taught school, raised means thus, and was admitted to the 
bar. He rose rapidly at the bar, and has long stood amongst the best in his 
section of the State; has had little to do with politics, was generally on the 
unpopular side of agitating questions; was elected to Congress once and served 
out his term with distinction, but had no inclination to return, or at least, 
did not return. His election was during the excitement over the settlement 
of 1850; he was a strong Union man and was elected on that issue; he has 
remained in retirement since, pursuing his profession. He was a strong Union 
man in 1860, but when the storm of secession lowered and no man could ad- 
vocate the Union without subjecting himself to sneers and insults if nothing 
worse, he gave in and went with the crowd, as I was informed; even made a 
speech in favor of secession and voted a secession ticket. I have but little 
doubt but that that speech and vote were against his better judgment. “His 
greatest defect is want of firmness and decision; so great. is it that it may 
be said to amount to timidity. He is a man, however, of strong sense and 
good principles. How he will succeed as Executive in restoring order and 
bringing Georgia into the Union at this trying time and on this trying basis 
is to be seen. He has my best wishes, personally and officially, but I envy 
him not his task. We have always been friends. There was at college a 
little estrangement but it was soon over. In politics, we have differed at 
times, but this never interferred with our personal relations. He was brought 
up a Clarke * man, while I was brought up a Troup man. When Nullifi- 
cation became the issue he went with that faction of the Clarke party which 
espoused this doctrine, while I went with that portion of the Troup party, led 
by Trésp and Crawford, which repudiated Nullification but stood on the 
doctrine of States Rights as proclaimed in Milledgeville, Nov. 13, 1833. John- 
son went for Van Buren and I for Harrison in 1840. In 1850 we both went 
for the Union. In 1855 he went with the American Party while on the issues 
of that day I was with the Democratic. In 1860 I sustained Douglas while, I 
think, he was for Bell, though he sympathized with the friends of Douglas and 
would gladly have seen him elected. I am not sure that he gave the secession 
Speech and vote as above stated, but such were the current rumors, and I 
never heard them denied. 

June 19:—I see in the daily papers what purports to be an official report 
of the death of Federal prisoners at Andersonville, Ga., during 1864. Upon 
this subject—treatment by Confederates of Federals in prison at Anderson- 
ville and other places, and the great mortality amongst them—this remark 
may not be inappropriate: Their sufferings, and what is called the inhuman- 
ity of the treatment, were in great measure an unavoidable necessity. Confed- 
erates had not means to make their prisoners comfortable or to furnish suit- 


a ae 


* The party divisions, Clarke and Troup, took their names from the Govern- 
ers—Clarke (1818-23), and Troup (1823-27), the “Great States Rights Governor.” 
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Keeps Cost Within Estimate 
NOT “Theoretical” Figures, But Actual Cost to Build! PPZÆĘ 


em Here, at last, is a practical Plan Book that keeps the 

$ cost of new homes within the original estimates. 

ioe y= Doubtless you have consulted architects or have sent $ 

$ 3 for some of the many Plan Books that are advertised f 

for sale. Have you ever tried to put up a house at the 

rice stated in these books? If so, you have learned 

Sow disastrous it is to depend on the theoretical 
figures given by most architects. 

The Gordon-Van Tine Plan Book wins out because 

it safeguards the home builder. It shows real 


Lumber and Millwork forthis P2otegraphs and Floor Plans of Newest Designs 


5-Room Bungalow, $868 in Houses and Bungalows Costing $600 to $6,000 this7-Room House, $1,057 


3 house illustrated in it has been actually built at the figures stated. We have seen these houses go up and 
we rer pavniphod all the material used. We want this book to be in the hands of every prospective home builder, 
and for a limited time will send it free on receipt of 10c to cover handling and postage. Don’t fail to write! 


GRAND FREE MILLWORK CATALOG Saves 50 Per Cent on Building Material! 


Over half a million home builders are buying Building Material at_bargain prices, direct from our great 
Millwork and Lumber Plant. We carry a tremendous stock of Building Mae gp mee 
terial—everything needed to build and complete beautiful homes of the most i 

modern types, even to mantels and hardware. We guarantee quick shipment, 


Lumber and Millwork for- 


7 


no matter how iacaa, the orade rs 
ality, Safe Delivery and Sa ac- 

tion Guaranteed or Money Refunded. 

Three big banks vouch for our responsi- 


bility. 
Get the big Free Catal the Home 
Builders’ Plan Book an uild with 


utmost economy and the_ positive 
assurance of cost not exceeding esti- 
mates. Write today. (73) 


Gordon-Van Tine Co. 


2140 Case Street, Davenport, Iowa 


Lumber and Millwork for this 


Lumber and Millwork fo i 
` 5-Room Bungalow, $946 Ta Sa ag? a r this 


8-Room Stucco House, $1,019 


THIN MODEL WIND TCH 
$» SIZE 16 SET A 

\\ This watch isa beauty of atimepiece with several new 

features in watch making. hin model, size 16, 

about 1-2 larger than picture) stem wind, stem set, 

(right nickel case with gold-plated winding stem. White 

dial has Arabic numerals on a maroon 


winted in golc 


background decorated with silver, all inside a circle of 
old and silver stars and dots. 
ack, A obit works from accident and dust. 


ase has new double 
Each 
watch thoroughly tested at factory and gust the watch 
to wear every day in the year and know what time it is. 
Just as good a time keeper as a very expensive watch, 
will wear for years and it costs you nothing. 


You Can Earn It in a Few Minutes 


I will give you this fine watch and fob with your 
initial for just a few minutes of your time. New and 
easy plan, sure to win. Many friends have earned 
jit in a half hour. Just send me your name 
and 4cts. postage for full free outfit of Post Cards, etc. 


F. H. PHELPS, Manager, 25E Water St., Springfield, Mass. 


** The Lincoln of Our Literature’’ 


A NEW EDITION 


FORMER I iP PRICE 


It had been Mark Twain’s ambition to have his books in every American home, 
and he made a great personal sacrifice to bring about this remarkable opportu- 
nity —for the first time in the history of publishing, copyrighted books are sold 
at the price of non-copyrighted books—the chance will not come again. But 
for Mark Twain’s action this would have been impossible. 


Now for the first time you get a complete set of all Mark Twain’s writings at 
just exactly one-half the price they have ever been sold before. This is a new 
edition, just as complete as the old one, which still sells, by the way, at $50.00. 
This new edition is only $25.00 for the 25 volumes. Never before has a copy- 
righted library set of a standard author’s works been issued at such a low figure. 


His Complete Works— 
25 Beautiful Volumes 


Editorial in New York World: 


“The monument by which Heidelberg will commemorate the place w 
‘Tramp Abroad’ is high tribute to the universality of genius. A trail of sah ra aTa eae a 
the world. Bermuda tells how King George, Mark Twain and the Princess Louise came th >: yonse 
ago. Genoa, showing its statue of Columbus, recalis how Marco Twaina asked the guide, ‘I hed vn tof 
Syria remembers his tears at the tomb of Adam; Australia his studies of B >» 1s he'dead? 


ways; British India his graphic picture of Thuggee. Cairo donkeys may be aegis rie ieee 


or Sarah Bernhardt, or Loie Fuller as the years pass, but dozens of i 

Twains plod always past the Pyramids. Vienna quotes Mark Twain on arad patient Mark ieh s 
A Aiia = — sor ranged f a 44 ripe onarchy. Florence may be induced =. R 
show Mrs. Browning’s ‘Casa Gu ndows, but points out unask S T) 

Twain drawled tohis visitor that the neighbors—were only having palace where Signor Franklin Square, 


floor—below. In our own fast-forgetting land he is remembered from Reddine rah dh 


ford and Elmira to Hannibal, Virginia City, and San Francisco. Whe x 

Twain’s seeing eye his books are guides, because he saw as plain MaA ec ana” Marks 
out ‘fine writing’ described what he saw in the plainest, clearest words, touch 2d vi a 
humor and philosophy. He felt the poetry of fact.” y ed with 


New York City 


Please send me for ex- 
amination, carriage free, 

a set of MARK TWAIN’S 
WORKS, Author’s National Edition, 
twenty-five volumes, cloth bind- 

ing. lIt is understood I may re- 

tain the set for five days and at the 
expiration of that time,if I do not 
care for the books, I will return them 
at your expense. If I keep the books, 1 
will remit $2.00 a month until the full price, 
$25.00, has been paid, or, within thirty days, 


In this new set there are beautiful pictures by Frost 
Newell, Smedley, ‘Thulstrup, Clinedinst, Kemble, 
and Opper. The binding is in rich red rep silk book 
cloth, with title labels stamped in gold. The books 
are printed on white antique wove paper, espe- 


cially made for this edition. Each volume is $23.75 as payment in full. U. R. 11 
of generous size and bulk, 5x7 1-2 inches. KAEN 
HARPER & BROTHERS 

Sond GOs $0.cas, cb 6 bos ee tak ois a A soe 


A Catalogue of Our Standard Sets of Books will be sent upon request 
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‘ Honey and Almond 


CREAM 


` Every woman is interested in her complexion. When 
young she glories in the velvety softness and clear, fresh beauty of her face:— 
she is admired by all who look upon its loveliness. As years pass she strives to 
ward off the effects of old age, to retain the radiancy of her youth—We can assist 
her far more than she may believe until she tries faithfully this pure, harmless and 
time-honored lotion, Hinds Honey and Almond Cream. 

lis refreshing action is immediate; its cleansing, purifying, tonic properties soon remove all sallow, dry, unhealthy 


conditions; every eruptive blemish is overcome, and the skin takes on the soft, smooth, fair and healthy appearance that 
all women so fondly cherish.—Hinds Cream is not greasy and 


is positively guaranteed not to grow hair. 


It quickly relieves chapping and winter roughness. Unequaled for baby’s skin troubles. 
faces alter shaving. It stops the smart, heals cuts and keeps the skin soft and smooth. 


We are sure you will be delighted with the Hinds Cream Art Calendar for 1911. Three large beautifully colored 
pictures on a pure white heavy paper banner, 11x46 inches. The most attractive Calendar ever offered for 10c post- 


paid. It has no advertising on the front. Will make a handsome wall decoration for any room.—Ready for mail- 
ing Dec. 15, 1910.—Send your 10c at once as the supply is limited. i vs 


Hinds Honey and Almond Cream is 50c in bottles, at dealer's, tpaid b for th if 
obtainable. Avoid substitutes. They may disappoint. E E ae S 


By far the best for men’s 


Write us now for a Free Trial Bottle 


A. S. HINDS, 31 West St., Portland, Maine 


CHRISTMAS 


What would be better, or more appropriate 
as a gift to Mother, Daughter, Sister, or Friend, 
than a NEW HOME, the sewing machine of 
quality. It would be a source of pleasure for a 
lifetime, and make home life more cheerful. 


WARRANTED FOR ALL TIME. 


The test is in the realservice. Get the testimony of the 
users of the NEW HOME, it will be convincing proof of 
superior qualities. The NEW HOME has no complica- 
ted parts to get out of order; is Simple, Strong, Silent, 
Sure, and can be relied upon at all times for perfect 
sewing. Not sold under any other name. 


Write Dept. 2 for our Catalog and 1911 Calendar. 


THE NEW HOME SEWING MACHINE CO, 
ORANGE, MASSACHUSETTS. 


SEWING MACHINE. 


THIS IS WORTH FIVE 


PATTERN COUPON "35.7%. 


The coupon printed below, if accompanied by five cents, is good for one pattern. When 
accompanied by ten cents itis good for two patterns. Not more than two patterns will be 
sold to each reader sending in one coupon. If more than one Magazine is received in your 
family, coupon can be used from each Magazine, or you can save your coupons and send 
them in three or four atatime. They are the only paper patterns that allow for all seams and 
still sell for the uniform price of ten cents—and yet you get them for five cents each through 
our special coupon. Full directions as to the amount of: material required, the name of the 
different pieces in each pattern, how to cut, fit and put the garment together, also a picture of 
the garment, are sent with each pattern. When ordering patterns, be sure to comply with the 
following directions: For ladies’ waists. give bust measure in inches; for ladies’ skirts, give 
waist measure in inches; for misses and children, give age. To get bust measure, put tape 
measure all the way around the body, over the dress, close under the arms. Order patterns by 
their numbers. Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. Be sure to write the number or 
numbers and measurements on a separate sheet of paper, according to instructions given above. 


CUT OUT ALONG HERE ——— 


Pattern, Depariment, Sunny South Pub. Co., Atlanta, Georgia 


Enclosed please find — , for which send me 


—patterns 


N Opri and No. (Fill out only one number blank if ordering 


one pattern.) Enclosed also are the measurements on a separate sheet of paper. 
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NOTHER Christmas! 
A How quickly they Conducted by 


seem to come after 
one has passed the me- 

ridian milestone of life! How they seemed to lag in the early days—the days 
cn the old plantation, where Christmas was the one big event of the year; 
Christmas with its gift-making and feasting for the numerous retainers and 
tenants of the large plantation. Cotton had been ginned, baled and marketed; 
barns were filled with grain, cane had been ground and the juice boiled into 
barrels of sugar and syrup, sweet potatoes had been dug and housed, butter 
by the tubful and eggs by the bushel had been saved for Christmas good 
things, bacon and hams hung in rows in the smoke-house—all the means for 
carrying out a lavish hospitality were at hand and -the spirit of hospitality 
went out to all. : 

There were no real poor people—everybody made enough to eat and 
money enough to buy comfortable clothes; but presents of fresh meat, cheese, 
nuts and apples were sent to those not so well endowed with worldly goods. 
The blood of kinship warmed under the Christmas influence, and gladly wel- 
comed were the sisters and brothers, uncles, aunts and cousins who drove to 
the front gate on Christmas Eve, coming from a distance in the big family 
carriage, often drawn by four horses, as it required plenty of horse-power 
to pull the heavy-laden vehicle out of the deep ruts and washed gullies of 
the worst of roads. 

But the travelers bore no trace of the discomforts of the journey as they 
stepped down from the high-swung coach—smiling matrons, turbaned black 
“aunties”, bearing the newest baby; rosy maiden and happy children galore. 
Pater familias and the older boys usually rode horse-back, with a negro at- 
tendant or two armed with a crow-bar to help pry the carriage wheels out 
of holes in the road. 

Reunion of family and friends has always been a distinctive feature of 
Christmas—the Christ spirit of peace and good-will toward all, warmed into 
love for kindred and affection for neighbors and friends by the divine asso- 
ciations of the Day. Never has the spirit of peace and good-will been so 
abundant in its manifestations as in this Twentieth Century day of be- 
nevolent enterprises, charitable institutions and universal tolerance, but 
the spirit of more intimate affection and neighborly friendship is not 
in evidence as of old. - It has been chilled by formality, fashion and 
self-seeking. It should be revived. Efforts should be made to cultivate 
it, since it is certainly productive of much more pure enjoyment and mutual 
helpfulness. 

A 


Mayfair and Poverty Flat 


OCIETY does gracious things gracefully sometimes. At a Thanksgiving 
dinner given to the children of a settlement school in a tenement district, 
the long table was decorated with hothouse flowers. Be sure the roses 

added to the enjoyment of the feast. From some of the children they received 
as much attention as the stuffed turkey and the pumpkin pies. The ladies 
from Mayfair themselves waited on their guests from Poverty Flat. They 
were plainly but prettily dressed, wearing dainty little aprons over their 
gowns. They had left their jewels at home, but they had brought their charm- 
ing manners and sweet voices. As they moved about the table, bending down 
smiling and saying pleasant things, the eyes of some of the boys followed them 
with wistful amazement. They realized that it took something beside fine 
clothes to make fine ladies. One little chap with an Irish twinkle in his blue 
eyes no doubt voiced the feeling of a good many others in the reply he made 
to a lady who was cutting up his piece of turkey for him, because he had a 
sore hand. 

“I have a little boy at home just your size,” she said. 

“Have you, ma’am? I wish I was his brother,” said Teddy, quick as a 
flash. The lady declared it was the neatest compliment she had ever had paid 
her. 

To see those children eat was a study in character. Some of them de- 
voured their food like young animals; others, just as patched and poverty- 
stricken, showed finer impulses. They ate with hearty appetite, but they had 
bright looks and thanks for the ladies who waited on them. Some of them 
stuffed apples or cakes in their jacket pocket, perhaps for the mother or little 
sister at home, or it may be the act was the outcome of their bump of acquisi- 
tiveness—a bump that in after life may bring them to the penitentiary or to 
the palace of a millionaire, according as their other bumps help or check the 
impulse of gain. 

eB 


Poking Fun at “Suggestions” 


IVIEN was lunching in a quiet corner of a restaurant vis-a-vis with a 

clever little newspaper writer, nicknamed “Bob White” because her ways 

and her make-up resembled those of the swift, trim, nut-brown quail. A 

man and a woman entered and seated themselves at a nearby table. The wo- 

man, who was short and plump, was tightly laced and wore a hobble skirt of 
handsome material and a huge mushroom hat. 

“Pye often wondered,” Vivien said, “why you society scribes do not turn 
your arrows of ridicule on fashions that are detrimental to health and a glar- 
ing offense to taste.” 

Bob executed a little shrug. “It would be quarreling with our bread and 
butter,” she said. “We are instructed to shoot Folly only as she flies! But 
when you see an object lesson like this don’t you realize that the newspaper 
writists whose ‘Suggestions to Women’ you ridicule as puerile, know what they 
are about, and gauge the depth of the average woman correctly when they 
deluge her with information as to short cuts to beauty and mental development 
and counsel her how to cultivate charm, how to preserve her complexion, how 
to make home attractive, and how to keep in favor with the servant girl.” 

“Such trite suggestions !” 

“Granted; but they go down, when freshened with a few new adjectives 
and phrases. They do good, too, but they need to be reiterated—or they will 
not impress the listless, stupid or preoccupied woman. The everyday laws of 
health—ventilation, diet, exercise; the everyday essentials of right living— 
economy of strength, self control, non-worry, considerations for others—these 
have to be enjoined continually. Platitudes? Yes, but platitudes are good to 
keep on hand—like soup stock. However, things are changing. Advanced wo- 
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men are demanding that news- 
MARY E. BRYAN papers and magazines fill their 

pages for women with some- 

thing beside gossip and what 
they satirize as pre-chewed moral philosophy—half milk and water optimism, 
half near-altruistic pap.” 

Well, there are worse things for feminine digestion than such prepared 
food; and there are plenty of women who will continue to enjoy having us 
serve “pap”, though I draw the line at advising a woman to always meet her 
husband with a smile, or counseling her to fit up an artistic sitting room in 
which the servant girl may entertain her young man with piano selections. 


2 
The Ideal City 


OMACITA, of Texas—who, with the most daintily feminine personnel, 
possesses a man’s encerprising spirit and grasp of affairs—tells us to- 
day that she has become a partner in a scheme for building an ideal city. 

It is a gigantic enterprise, but if it is practicable anywhere it should be in 
the fertile, well-watered, healthful part of the Lone Star State which the 
promoters have probably chosen as a site for their city. 

Obviously, it is intended that it shall be a “Garden City”. The idea of 
the Garden City is not new. It comes from England where it originated a 
dozen years ago with Mr. Ebenezer Howard, whose book, “Garden Cities of 
To-morrow”, was an exposition of the model city idea, which presently took 
shape at Lechmouth, thirty miles from London. Long before this, however, 
Long Island in New York, had had a Garden City projected by the million- 
aire merchant, A. T. Stewart, but not built on the large plan of the Ideal 
City, which is by no means an attachment of a neighboring metropolis, but 
distinct and self-sustaining. 

The essence of the model city idea is the obtaining of a tract of undevel- 
oped land and laying it off as a whole, from the first, with an eye to beauty, 
convenience, health and utility. Each pretty home, though furnished with elec- 
tric lights, water supply, telephones, plumbing, all the equipment of a modern 
city home, has several acres of land attached where fruits, flowers, grain and 
vegetables are cultivated. 

Trees, fountains and parks are conspicuous features of the City Beau- 
tiful, but also there are shops, a library, schools, kindergarten, theater, a 
factory set in a park, a farm, cultivated co-operatively or divided into 
shares, the farmers having a club house with reading and rest rooms. In this 
way it is proposed to have the brightness, variety, convenience and social life 
of the city with the broad space, pure air, quiet and agricultural pursuits of 
the country. 

We shall look with interest for Lomacita’s further account of her Ideal 
City, believing that all things (almost) are possible in her progressive state, 
which, by the way, has recently elected a woman as tax assessor, to take the 
place of her husband, who had been accidentlly killed. While she lamented 
over his bier, the voters of the county went quietly to the polls and did their 
best to console her by making her her husband’s successor in business. 
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Was Jesus an Aristocrat? 


R. WALTER NEALE, head of the Neale Publishing House of New 
York, replies to-day to the editorial comments of the Open House on 
his unique novel, “The Betrayal”. His reply is strong and spicy. He 

stands pat on the ground taken in his novel that class distinctions are eternally 
right, and that the gentry alone should be at the head of social and national 
affairs. Retorting on the question of the reviewer whether Mr. Neale, who 
sneers at Washington and Jefferson as plebeian and in no case gentlemen, 
would not put Jesus, the Carpenter, in the same category, he says, “By no 
means. God would never have incarnated His Son in plebeian flesh. Jesus 
descended from a king—the royal line of David.” 

Was David of a royal line? He was a Shepherd boy—the son of a “yeo- 
man”—a tiller of the soil. When, through having slain six thousand Philis- 
tines, he won such favor with King Saul that he offered him his daughter in 
marriage, David was amazed at the honor. His words, according to Josephus, 
Were these: “It is no light thing to be the son-in-law of a king, especially 
when I am one of a family that is low and without any honor or glory.” 

So, David was a man of the people, and he rose to be a ruler solely 
through his qualities as a soldier and a leader, just as did Washington and 
Napoleon.: Moreover, he would hardly be classed as a gentleman by Mr. 
Neale, since he was guilty of the same crime (treachery) with which the 
author of “The Betrayal” brands the villains of his historic story. David was 
guilty of other crimes, and in his repentant old age he declared himself un- 
worthy to lay the corner-stone of the Holy Tcrsy te, because he had been “a 
man of blood.” 

That he was descended from this man vr blood gave no distinction to 
Jesus of Nazareth—the Man of peace, the Messenger of mercy and love—the 
inaugurator of the grand creed of the brotherhood of man. 
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The Ideal Man 


HRISTMAS, it is often declared, has degenerated in the zest and sin- 
cerity of its observance, but the central figure of Christmas has not 
Suffered an ignoble change. On the contrary, He—Jesus of Nazareth— 

looms more clearly and grandly through the mists of ages, as the type of 
perfect manhood—the consummate flower of humanity. 

In ancient days Christ was worshipped often fanatically, as by the knight- 
ly, yet bloody, Crusaders, but He was not taken by men as their pattern. It 
was he of the masterful will, the lordly pride, the physical bravery, who was 
their model. 

_ Christ was not a man of the sword. His courage was moral courage, 
is mastery of men was through spiritual superiority, His pride was the 
self respect of conscious rectitude. And to-day, these same Christly attributes 
are more esteemed by men than ever before. The popular hero is no longer 
the daring and dashing swashbuckler, eager to run his opponent through 
with his sword. It is not the bold leader of battle, the selfish crusher of 
weaker spirits beneath his imperious will. The ideal hero of to-day, is 
€ who builds up, not he who overthrows; he who saves life, not he 
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IRE you doing your duty by your family? What 
| would happen to your wife and children if you 


were taken away? Would your wife have what 
she has now? Would your children be edu- 
cated? Would they be dependent on others? Would your 
wile have to earn her own living? ¥ These are most serious 
questions which every good man should answer to his own sat- 
isfaction. ¥ Life Insurance is the one sure way to make pro- 
vision for your family after you are gone. ¥ There is no other 
luxury in the world like the thought that whatever happens to 
you your family is provided for. ¥ Get some Life Insurance 
before you become disqualified. 


“Strongest in the World’’ 


THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY 
OF THE UNITED STATES—Paul Morton, President—120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 
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Agencies Everywhere! None in your town? Then why not recommend to us some good man—or 
woman—to represent us there —Great opportunities to-day in Life Insurance wo or tho Equitable. 


THE EQUITABLE SOCIETY, 
120 Broadway, New York 


Without committing myself toany action, I would like to know what tt would cost to secure 


an Equitable policy for $ issued toa person now 


years of age. 
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of them can be made in a minute. 
It is all very much like magic. 


Frappes, sherbets, souffles, charlottes, salads, puddings, plain Jell-O 
desserts, fruited Jell-O desserts—almost everything conceivable that is good 


for dessert—can be made of 


JELL- 


A package of Jell-O and a pint of boiling 


water are all that is needed. 
The flavors are: 


AGENTS WANTED 


OUR STARTLING NEW INVENTIONS—SAXONIA 
Spark Gas Lighter, cheaper than matches; Vacuum 
Cleaner, cheaper than brooms; Incandescent Kero- 
sene Mantle Lamps, cheapest and best light known. 
Quick sales and large profits. U. S. A. LIGHTING 
CO., Box 11, Springfield, Mass. 

SS SHETLAND PONIES 
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AN UNCEASING SOURCE OF PLEASURE AND RO- 
bust health to children. Safe and ideal playmates. 
Inexpensive to keep. Highest type. Complete out- 
fits. Satisfaction guaranteed. Illustrated catalogue. 
BELLE MEADE FARM, Box 41, Markham, Va. 
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BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


OPEN A DYEING AND CLEANING ESTABLISH- 
ment, splendid field, excellent profits, very little cap- 
ital needed. We tell you how. BEN-VONDE SYS- 
TEM, Dept. A-T, Staunton, Va. 

RARE COINS. 

$7.75 PAID FOR RARE DATE 1853 QUARTERS. WE 
pay a cash premium on hundreds of old coins. Keep 
all money coined before 1880, and send 10 cents at 
ence for our New Illustrdted Coin Value Book, size 
4x7. It may mean your fortune. C. F. W. CLARKE 
& CO., Coin Dealers, Dept. 12, Le Roy, N. Y. 


PATENT ATTORNEYS. 
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PATENTS SECURED OR FEE RETURNED. SEND 
sketch for free report as to patentability. Guide 
Book and What To Invent, with valuable list of 
inventions wanted, sent free. One million dollars 
offered for one invention. Patents secured by us 
advertised free in World’s Progress; sample free. 
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., Washington, D. C. 

————————— 


OFFICE SUPPLIES 
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DESKS, TABLES, CHAIRS, FILING CABINETS, 
Sectional Bookcases, Church, School, Lodge, Court- 
house, Auditorium seating and furniture. Commercial 
stationery, blank books, typewriter and office sup- 
plies. Draughtsmen’s instruments and material. Ad- 
dressographs, mimeographs and supplies. Safes and 
vaults. ‘‘Everything for the Office.” FIELDER & 
ALLEN CO., Fielder & Allen Bldg., Atlanta, Ga. 


ELECTROTYPES 


We are making electro- 
types, mounted, unmount- 
ed, or solid basses for 
firms throughout Georgia, 
in Florida, in Alabama, 
Texas and South Caro- 
lina. Yours for service 


SUNNY SOUTH PUBLISHING CO. 


ATLANTA, GEORGIA 


Magic in the Kitchen. 
From the seven different flavors and seven colors of Jell-O not only 
seven kinds, but several hundred kinds of desserts can be made. 


Strawberry, Raspberry, 
Lemon, Orange, Cherry, Peach, Chocolate. jie 


Ten cents a package at all grocers’. 


Let us send you the superbly illus- 
trated recipe book, “DESSERTS OF 
THE WORLD.” It is free. 
THE GENESEE PURE FOOD CO., 
Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Can. 
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will remain 
with you if you 
keep your hair young 
looking. any men and wo- 
men who let their hair grow old 
before they do, look 10 to 20 years 
older than they are. 


MME. ROBINNAIRE’S 
\ WALNUT HAIR DYE 
W/ Restores to the hair its natural luxu- 
rious color and softness, aids growth 
and keeps it in beautiful condition. 
For fifty years both men and women 
have been using it with wonderful 
results. Sold by all druggists, or di- 
rect 75c. (a year’ssupply); fourshades: 
black, brown, dark brown, light 
brown. 

FREE OFFER—Samples of the famous 
Robinnaire Toilet Preparations sent free 
to any woman sending us her name and 
name ps. her favorite drug store. Write at 
once 


MME. ROBINNAIRE COMPANY 
Marietta St., Atlanta, Ga. 


Advance Issue of the g 
21911 Coca-Cola Girl Calendar’ 
soy We will send you this 7 
X beautiful Calendar lith- 
ographed in colors or 
receipt of 2c postage. 


And justremember— 
eh whenever you see a 
‘+ | beautiful girl—when- 


ever you sce an arrows 


think of 


- Delicious - Wholesome 
Thirst- Quenching 


5c 
Everywhere 


proving its purity an lesomeness. 
THE COCA-COLA CO., Atlanta, Ga, 
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who destroys it; he who turns his power of energy and intellect into schemes 
for bettering mankind, who is brave with the grand courage that dares to 
do right—in the face of strong temptation to the power and privilege for 
selfish ends. 
This is the ideal hero of to-day. More and more he approaches the type 
of the Man of Galilee. 
a 


Zotwoff, the Czar’s Jester 


Wee did the creator of the Zotwots get the name for his merry 
knights, whose business is to reduce the wrongs of small people and 
helpless folk?” asks a correspondent; and adds, “Isn’t Zotwot the 


name of a famous Russian wit?” I think Mr. Dean invented the name of his 


grotesque Don Quixotes. Our correspondent is perhaps thinking of Zotwoff— 
the famous dwarf jester of Peter the Great, who, during the reign of the ec- 
centric monarch, was paid almost as much homage as was accorded the Czar 
himself. Peter was brought up with dwarfs—a set of them having been as- 
signed him as companions soon after his cradle days. He was taught to read 
and write by Zotwoff, who accompanied him everywhere, riding with him in 
the miniature gold chariot drawn by diminutive ponies which had been given 
Peter when he was three years old. Zotwoff accompanied the-Czar on his cel- 
ebrated visit to Louis XV, where royal honors were demanded for him, much 
to the scandal of the French Court. Zotwoff was really witty and possessed a 
degree of wisdom and dignity as well, but he had to sustain his role as Court 
jester. He figured in the grotesque diversions which Peter devised to amuse 
himself and his people, including several weddings of dwarfs which were made 
the occasions of great splendor. 

At one of these all the dwarfs within two hundred miles of St. Petersburg 
were bidden to the wedding. Seventy of the pigmies sat down to the low 
table, where a great feast was served in tiny dishes of gold and china. After 
this came a minuet dance, led by the bridegroom, who was thirty-eight inches 
high. Zotwoff gave away the bride. The Czar paid his jester a handsome 
salary and gave him a fine house, but when Zotwoff felt himself growing old, 
he asked permission to retire to a monastery instead of which Peter com- 
manded him to marry a rich widow, who was tall and stout. The ridiculous 
marriage was celebrated with much ceremony and in the long wedding pro- 
cession were all the royal personages of the Court. Fancy a sovereign of 
tc-day playing such fantastic and expensive capers, or his subjects submit- 
ting to these. Yet Peter was called the Great! 


Letters from the Members 


The Son of a Mismatched Pair 


There’s an old saying that blood will tell, and a lot of new sayings that all 
blood is alike, and that proper cultivation is the thing. I am convinced that 
a man comes into the world with the instincts which will make or mar him, 
and that where those instincts are turned in another direction is the exception 
rather than the rule. One instance of considerable interest to me confirms me 
in this impression. 

In appearance he was the typical cockney—his speech was that of the Lon- 
don laborer, and he had the hungry, half-fed air which one instinctively con- 
nects with the precariously employed of the world’s metropolis. When I first 
knew him he was not thirty, but he looked forty. At first he was an object 
of sympathy from all, for he looked typical of the down-and-out class. And in 
four years he never got away from this type, but we became accustomed to it. 

That such an individual should attempt to write anything was almost un- 
thinkable, yet he would, after he got acquainted with me, now and then bring 
to me for criticism and correction as to English, some productions which 
amazed me. They were poetic and betrayed a fineness which one could not 
connect with their author. Some could almost be called gems. In fact, one 
of them, which was published by the paper for which he was keeper of the 
door, was reprinted by one of the newspapers of the country recognized as 
a leader in literary style, with the comment that it was the finest piece of 
prose poetry they had ever found in the daily press. 

Perhaps I might have suspected that this apparently impossible person had 
borrowed bodily the thoughts of others, but certainly he would have been in- 
capable of working into a perfect bit of composition the crudities of expression 
which crept in, in order that they might appear to be his own, and edited 
afterward to restore them to their proper condition. And when I learned 
more of his history I could readily understand the conflicting forces that were 
at work in him. 

His grandmother, he told me, was a lady of quality, her father being a 
man of title. The daughter, with that wisdom occasionally found in young 
misses, perhaps believing the twaddle written about hearts being more than 
coronets and that all persons are equal, that caste is an artificial barrier, 
allowed herself to fall in love with the gardener, and married him. Her father 
refused to recognize the marriage, and she left his household. There was no 
reconciliation, and the father of this man of whom I speak was a child of the 
ill-assorted union. He (the father) inherited most of the traits of his gardener 
parent, and preferred to smoke his pipe and think rather than perform use- 
ful service. 

The strain of mixed mind and matter, in the present generation, has pro- 
duced a man with many of the instincts of a poet but with most of the charac- 
teristics of the common laborer. That his small fraction of good blood should 
overcome the preponderance əf ordinary blood is not to be hoped. He has 
neither the stolid endurance ot his laboring ancestor nor the genius of his for- 
bears on the quality side. He is an unfortunate product of a mistaken idea— 
that all blood is alike, that there is nothing to inheritance, and that persons 
in different levels of society may safely intermarry. 


New York. 
A Girl’s Opinion 


Often have I wished to enter the Open House, but have never plucked up 
sufficient courage until now, when I feel impelled to say a few words to Dick 
L—, who asked, “Do All Women Flirt?” and gave his experience tending to 
show that all women are frivolous and shallow. 

But, Dick, I am sure this is not so. Young as I am and limited as has 
been my observation, I can point to a number of women who are sincere and 
loyal and who hold honor as dear as any knight of old could have held it. 
Don’t you think, Dick, that you might have found such a woman had you 
looked for her? Did you not give your love too readily; and are you sure it 
was real love—or was it just infatuation? I have always believed that true 
love when given would command reciprocation. I don’t see how any self- 
respecting man could esteem a woman who addressed him in her letter as 
“Darling Boy”. I know but little about the world’s ways, but I have several 
girl friends in Atlanta who, I am sorry to say, do flirt—a little; while not one 
of the girls I know around my country home indulge in this pastime. So I 
conclude that flirting is a vice that belongs chiefly to town folks—men as well 
as women. I hold to a high standard for manhood—and one of the habits I 
would eliminate is that of using tobacco. You say “I like a cigar”. Well, my 
ideal man would never smoke or indulge in tobacco or whisky. Don’t you 


F. L. Orton. 
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think if men were more self-respecting that women would respect them too 
much to flirt with them? Tennyson says, “As the Husband is the Wife is.” 

I have read the Uxcie Remus’s MaGazine since its first issue. The Sunny 
South out of which it evolved was my favorite Southern publication. I enjoy 
reading, and find it a great source of mental improvement. Living in the 
country, my educational advantages have been very limited. I have attended 
school only for a very short time, but I hope to go this fall. Wishing success 
to the fascinating Open House, I sign myself, 


Georgia. 
Man’s Philosophy 


So Dick L. imagines the world of women is made up of flirts, because he 
has been taken in by a sweet girl graduate and a widow with big, melancholy 
eyes! No, indeed, all women are not flirts, though if you “decide to make 
love” to one, just because she has big eyes or some other fascinating personal 
trait, you will be apt to get left. There are women whose word is as good as 
the best man’s—and there are plenty of men who indulge in the game of heart- 
breaking—and study it as scientifically as ever did the veriest coquette. Thank 
goodness, hearts are hard to break in this unsentimental age! As for the 
masculine heart, I think it was N. P. Willis—a noted flirt in his day—who said: 

“And this is man’s philosophy 
When woman is untrue: 
The loss of one but teaches him 
To make another do.” 


ONLY a GIRL. 


Mississippi. Daisy BELL. 


My One Flirtation 


Some of the Open House letters are very entertaining. I never read a more 
interesting or impressive letter than the one written by Will, of South Carolina. 
Yes, life is what we make it, and until we realize that we are here to minister 
to others instead of for self-gratification, we will not know true happiness. Dick 
L., there are many women who possess as fine a sense of honor as men have. 
As for flirting, what more common than to hear of professional men heart- 
breakers boasting of their conquests? Flirting is a matter of principle, not 
of sex. Some women are to be fully relied on and others not to be trusted in 
any matter. Yet some good girls are thoughtlessly coquettish, through high 
spirits and the pleasure of the game. I never flirted but once. It was not in- 
tentional then—at least, not at first. Later, I sought to influence him—and 
this was partly through a selfish motive. There was never any engagement, 
but I did make him believe I cared for him, and afterwards I was very sorr 
for this. He died several months after our little affair was over, and I found 
out what a good, true man he was, and that he had trusted me to the last. 
This added to my remorse. Don’t imagine that I think he died of a broken 
heart. I do not believe in broken hearts; still, I know my conduct took away 
some of the light from his life. Had I known all that came to my knowledge 
too late, I would have married him. I am not sure that would have helped 
him any. ISABEL. 

Alabama. 


My First Dinner Party 


I am a young housekeeper, and I hope I may be pardoned for telling the 
Open House friends about my first dinner party. It was on Thanksgiving 
Day. The only guests were some members of my husband’s family, among 
them his beautiful young sister and the son of his employer. Charlie had 
given me a very modest sum to spend for the dinner, and I tried to make the 
most of it. t 

I made the cake myself and decorated the ltargest—a fruit cake—with a 
wreath of frosted holly leaves. Of course I had a turkey. It- was nicely 
cooked, carefully basted while being baked, and was stuffed with chestnuts. 
But my brag dish was an oyster pie. As with many other successes in the 
world, this pie was an accident. The oysters had been bought for soup, but 
were forgotten until a very good beef and vegetable soup was simmering on 
the range. So I put them in a saucepan with just enough of their juice to 
cover them and seasoned them with pepper, mact, grated nutmeg and the 
grated yellow rind of a lemon; also some very finely chopped celery. I 
dropped in liberal lumps of nice fresh butter lightly rolled in flour. When 
it was nearly ready to take from the fire, I stirred in the beaten yolks of three 
eggs. Meantime my Biddy had made a nice puff paste, lined a buttered deep 
dish with part of it and put on a top crust. This was set in the oven and 
cooked enough by the time my oysters had simmered sufficiently. They must 
not boil. I took them and poured them with all their rich gravy into the deep 
dish, replaced the top crust which had been removed, and set the pie in the 
oven until it was nicely browned. I had a few of the oysters left over. These 
I fried, chopped up and mixed with bread crumbs, mace and the hard boiled 
yolks of two eggs. I shaped these into balls, fried them brown in butter and 
placed them around my pie. The pie was a great success. It was pronounced 
delicious. 

My first dinner party received much praise. I was prouder of this than of 
the compliments I used to get for rendering a difficult symphony, because I 
really think that good cooking does more for home happiness than the exercise 
of the finer accomplishments. These come in play by way of blossoms on the 
domestic tree, but its root is in the homely kitchen, where good health and 
good temper depend upon the way the pot is boiled and the bread is made. 

St. Louis, Missouri. Emme J. 


Nature and Supernature 


Sometime ago Italy Hemperly wrote to the Open House concerning the 
occult. Her letter interested me. I fully share some of her beliefs. I think 
the mysteries that seem supernatural are really within the domain of Nature 
—wNature, the mother of Science, whose wonders are opening to us every day. 
A number of Bible miracles find their solutions in the workings of Nature— 
that is, the workings of God, operating through His plans and methods estab- 
lished in the beginning. The cures wrought by Christ were effected through 
powers that are latent in man and may be developed in the future. “The 
works that I do,” said Jesus to His disciples, “ye may do also and even greater 
works.” 

The dividing of the Red Sea, so that the fleeing Israelites could pass 
across, was through natural causes—a strong east wind, blowing all through 
the night and foreseen by Moses, who was learned in all the sciences known to 
the cultured Egyptians. Of course also Moses was directed through God who 
inspired him with faith and confidence. 

In Joshua’s siege of Jericho, the great leader may have known through 
acquired or inspired knowledge the scientific fact that any very great sounds 
pitched in a certain key may produce air vibrations so violent as to cause walls 
to fall. So it was that, full of faith, the Hebrew captain said, “It shall come 
to pass that when the soldiers make a long blast with the rams’ horns, at the 
trumpets’ sound all the people shall shout with a great shout and the walls of 
the city shall fall.” It was wonderful, but it was not supernatural. 

Then, in the case of Lazarus, as Italy said; the man was in a state of sus- 
pended animation. Jesus has said, “This sickness is not unto death.” He 
divined this through the wonderful power that He possessed and through this 
power He was enabled to restore the suspended life to the body. Yet this 
power is not supernatural. Its exercise does not set aside God’s established 
laws. It is a power that men may possess as it was possessed by the apostles. 
The might that resides in the human will—strongly exercised and sustained by 
faith is wonderful, but not supernatural. 

Many of us ordinary mortals have had strange experiences—premonitions 
that came true; vivid or symbolic dreams—that proved direct or indirect 
warnings—and striking impressions that when needed guided us aright. May 
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Australia, R. Towns & Co., Sydney; India, B. K. 
Paul, Calcutta; So. Africa,'Lennon, Ltd., Cape 
Town, ete.; U.S. A., Potter Drug & Chem. Corp., 
Sole Props., 133 Columbus Ave., Boston. 

B Post-free, latest Cuticura Book on the Skin. 
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In.Your Own Home at OUR RISK 
Has EXCLUSIVE FEATURES such as: 
Odor H 


arries all steam and odors from 
cooking to chimney. Ash Sifter—Permits sift- 
ing ashes right in range. Oven 
Thermometer—Stone Oven 
Bottom—aAbsorbs and holds heat 
in oven; a fuel saver. 
Direct from factory to you at 
- Wholesale Price. Freight Prepaid, 
Easy Credit Terms if Wanted, 
365 Days Guarantee. 
Write today for Free Catalog 
and Special Prices. 


THE IMPERIAL STEEL RANGE CO0. 
432 State St., Cleveland, 0. 


CANARIES ON TRIA 


Over in Germany we train these 
canaries to actually imitate the tones 
of the flute, violin, and chimes, and 
to trill more beautifully than the 
oem operatic soprano. The Bell 
oll as sung by one of these little 
"aN, birds is a revelation. They pion until 
lights go out.. A fine Xmas gift. 
We will sell you one of these birds and allow you to 
wt for two weeks on trial. Then if you don’t 
think he is the most wonderful canary you ever heard, 
you can return him tous and we will return your money. 


You are under no obligations when you order one of 
these canaries, We are very willing to ke all the risk. 


Last season we sold over 4,000 of these songsters 
on trial in the U. S., Canada and Mexico, and Pinna 
stayed sold. The people who bought them were de- 
lighted and we have hundreds of letters to prove this. 


We publish a book that tells how canaries are trained. 
We will send you this book free. Write for u to-day, 


CUGLEY & MULLEN, 1230 MARKET STREET, 


» PHILADELPRIA 
3 The Largest Pet Shop in the world 


Sent on Approval. Send No Money. $2 HAIR SWITCH. 


On a Ten Acre Farm 


IN FLORIDA 


We have just purchased one of Florida’s 
richest tracts of land from the big lumber 
and turpentine interests who have been 
clearing the land of its timber. This tract 
is located in North Tampa, an important 
railroad crossing only afew miles from Tampa, 
the metropolis of Southern Florida. 


eae mojey masi ng pgti 
ilities of our land are al- 
maaa this eztract | most boundless! A fortune 
out of many similar | May be made from only ten acres 
ones that are received | Of our exceptionally fertile 
daily: land. Thesoilis soremarke 
“Lam simply aston- | ably rich that almost every 
ished at the possibili- f kind of produce can be 
raised on this land, at a 
BIG PROFIT RIGHT FROM 
THE START. 
you can live like a We are offering this won- 
Prince in Florida on} derful land in farms of ten 
acres or more, at the very 
rock-bottom price per acre 
and on terms so liberal as 
to be easily within reach. 
Three big railroads cross 
our tract, and there are 
stations on the land itself. 
Think of what this means to the truck farmer or fruit grower. 
Shipping facilities and best of transportation right at hand. 
Isn't this the greatest land offer that was ever made? $1.00 a 
month per acre buys a farm, and from the day the first pay- 
ment is made, all the profit and income from the land 
goes into your bank account. 


GET OUR FREE BOOK 


We want everyone to be fully acquainted with the wonder- 
ful producing power of the land in Hillsboro County where 
our tract is located. We want to send you our big FREE 
BOOKLET, profusely illustrated from photographs made 
right on the land. You will not obligate yourself tous e 
or to anyone else by writing to us. 


Just send the coupon and the book will be mailed „O 
No. 


to you absolutely FREE and without obligation, 
WE WILL ALSO SEND YOU FREE FOR THREE e 
MONTHS A COPY OF THE NORTH TAMPA o 


MAGAZINE. The big illustrated book and 
athree months’ subscription to the maga- f Tam pa 
zine all goes free and without obligat- p 
ing you in any way, if you Just send s Land Co. 


the coupon today. Dept. 2649 


I ” 
North Tampa ° “"Giitvo. me 
Land CO. A, it et Ee ment 


P on to the North Tampa Magazine. 
¢ I am not obligated to you in any way. 
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WEST BADEN SPRINGS 


The ideal year round health resort— waters unex- 
celled in the treatment of stomach, liver and kidney 
troubles—baths and sanitarium treatments if desired. 
Attractions include the quiet life and 


Perfect Rest 


Or, for those who prefer, there is every conceivable 
indoor and outdoor recreation. Hotel accommoda- 
tions are not surpassed by any resort in the West. 


FRANK J. REED, G. P. A. 
Republic Building CHICAGO 
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tes at bargain e pay 
the freight. Send for catalog. 
The Brown Fence & Wire Co. 
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wanted to make up shields at 

home: $10 per 100: can make 2 

an hour: work sent prepaid to 
reliable women Send reply envelope for information. 


UNIVERSAL CO., Dept. 8, Philadelphia, Pa. 


1 2 CHRISTMAS OR NEW YEARS, 1 Oc 
Extra High Grade COLORED POST CARDS. 
BEAUTIFUL COLORED FLOWER POST CARDS 1 
Your name or town greetings Nen on each. c 
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MONTHLY and expenses to trust- 


worthy men and women to travel and distribute 


UNITED STATES ART, 150 ssau St., New York 
$10 samples: big manufacturer. Steady work. 
S. SCHEFFER, Treas., MK 181,Chicago 


LEARN BOOKBINDING 500 iers Band 6e Bash 


for complete instructions, materials and catalo 
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TERIALS GUILD, 119 LaSalle St, Chicago. 
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not these be shadows (as it were) of the foreknowledge possessed by the in- 
visible beings that surround us? For there is a nature outside of that which 
our finite senses are able to embrace. Be sure that the infinite space in which 


our little earth revolves is not unpeopled. Yet I do not believe it is intended | 


by God that this great invisible nature should teach us in any tangible way. 
I would be very glad to hear through the Open House the views of others in 
this matter. It is through contact with other minds that our solitary thoughts 
and impressions are corrected or confirmed. 


Alabama, 
Building an Ideal City 


Any attempt to approximate the ideal in any phase of life is sure to be 
cried down by the materialists as visionary—impracticable. Nevertheless, this 
old world climbs a little nearer the ideal every year. And it is in the power 
of each of us to aid the climbing if ever so littlke—and thus leave humanity 
better than we found it. 

Hitherto, many of my small attempts to lessen the burdens of my kind 
have been in uncongenial ways, but now at last I am engaged in a work I have 
always wanted to do. A month ago I met a man who is preparing to build 
an ideal city—along exactly the lines that I had studied out years ago. He 
was so delighted at finding some one else who had practical plans for estab- 
lishing a model colony that he at once engaged me to do his advertising in 
this country. 

Now, what is there impractical in this plan of colonization and city build- 
ing? With rich lands, fine nearby market and first-class people, how can we 
help succeeding? A cynical friend of mine says I will need to limit my citi- 
zenship to women or maybe children in order to get my conditions fulfilled. 
Let me tell you these simple conditions and see if you agree with him. Any 
white person of strict morality, who pays his debts promptly and treats other 
people honorably is welcome to our town. We require references (giving ref- 
erences ourselves) and we make inquiries as to the past record of the appli- 
cants—not with the idea that any past wrong-doing shall bar him from citizen- 
ship, provided he has since his misstep kept a straightforward course for a 
sufficient length of time. Proof of this must be forthcoming. 

Now, will these few requirements bar ninety per cent of all men as a few 
of my friends declare? I do not believe it, but we shall soon see; and we 
intend to publish a paper wherein we shall tell the honest truth about all our 
experiments in human nature. We believe that people may be lifted almost 
to the ideal by plain common sense kindness, and we propose to test our theory 
thoroughly. Can you think of a more interesting field for the outlay of 
energy, brains and capital? Our rich men are missing lots of fun, when they 
might be doing things like this that would be an everlasting monument to 
them if they succeéded; while, if they failed, they would at least have added 
some definite scientific knowledge of human nature to the world’s store of 
wisdom. I have always been sorry for rich people; they don’t know how to 
have a good time. 

I sign a “pen name” which was once familiar to the Sunny South readers. 

Texas, . Lomacrra. 


Mupa HETNUR. 


No Nice Girls Are Flirts 


kd 

Just a word to Dick L., who asks cynically (after a double dose of bitter 
experience), do all women flirt? I go daily to business, I see young women 
of all kinds, and I have never known a nice giri to flirt. What do I mean 
by a nice girl? One who has been well brought up, who is sensible and 
modest. Such a girl would not flirt, because she respects herself and she wishes 
men to respect her. She knows their esteem is of more value than their shallow 
fleeting admiration. I am sorry, Mr. L., that you have been so unfortunate in 
your choice of sweethearts. I am afraid it has made you feel that the mem- 
bers of our sex are not trustworthy, but indeed there are plenty of girls who 
do not flirt, and I hope one of these may yet bless your life. 


New York City. 
An Adamless Eden 


Deep down in every woman’s heart is a longing for a home of her own and 
a proneness to picture to herself the home she would like. In mental vision I 
see before me now my prospective home—a bird’s nest cottage in a grove of 
maples, surrounded by a: green lawn dotted with flowering shrubbery. From 
my kitchen window I see a garden of vegetables, a flourishing orchard, a 
grassy pasture wherein feed two sleek Jerseys and a well-groomed horse 
whose comfortable stables are near by, together with the big yard and neat 
house of a flock of Plymouth Rocks or Rhode Island Reds. 

The interior of my dream house consists of six pretty rooms, neatly fur- 
nished; one a living room with an open fireplace, where in the long winter 
evenings I see myself seated at a round table covered with books and maga- 
zines reading with my thoughts on my book, not distracted through listening 
for an uncertain step outside the door and fumbling at the lock, as the so- 
called master of the house comes in cross or stupid from his club. No, my 
dream house is an Adamless' Eden. And yet sometimes when I visit it in 
vision, I seem to see a masculine presence ensconced in my easiest chair, with 
a restful much-at-home air. When I demand of him the cause of his intrusion 
he regards me with sorrowful brown eyes that ask why it is I cannot realize 
that he is lord of myself and my little domain. And I—well—(in my dream) 
I am unable to resist the pleading of the brown eyes—and so—we live happily 
ever after. CHARITY. 

Alabama. 


T..C. K. 


Mr. Neale Talks Back 


Eprror or THE Oren House: In your comment on my book, “The Betrayal”, 
you will pardon me for saying that you fail to establish your point. In “The 
Betrayal” I deny that the man with a hod of bricks on his shoulder and with 
sweat on his brow is more moral than the man with centuries of cultured 
ancestors in his wake and with a university education in his head. All men are 
not created equal; there is no government of the people, by the people, for 
the people. The voice of the people is not the voice of God. A “The Betrayal” 
I contend that the peasant does not make a better governor than does the 
aristocrat. 

“Strange ideas these,” you say, “to be advanced by a citizen of a republic 
where a man of low estate may be ‘a man for a’ that’, and entitled to the same 
chance in life that belongs to the son of a thousand earls” (as if men might 
change the laws of nature by establishing’a republic). “It is unfortunate,” 
you go on to say, “that such sentiments and opinions should handicap the suc- 
cess of a really remarkable book,” and in your exasperation you exclaim: “It 
is a wonder that he did not tell us that Jesus Christ was a mere peasant, who 
could in no case have been a gentleman!” In your excitement you unwittingly 
supplied an excellent illustration to me. 

Jesus of Nazareth is an aristocrat. Almighty God in His infinite wisdom 
did not see fit to permit His only begotten Son to spring from the loins of 
peasants. The Infinite Wisdom never attempted to work the miracle of making 
a peasant into a god. Jesus was born in poverty, as many other gentlemen 
have been born, but the bluest blood of all the world ran through His veins. 
Descended from the greatest king of antiquity, from the greatest poet of an- 
tiquity, from the greatest musician of antiquity, He traces His ancestry in an 
unbroken line to Adam. Why did Almighty God select the most notable line 
of kings that the world has known as the ancestors of His only Son? The 
answer is to be found in my novel. If the wisdom of “The Betrayal” is at 
fault, so is the wisdom of Almighty God. In Jesus of Nazareth, an aristocrat, 
is to be found your ideal man. 

In my book I say nothing new when I assert that the voice of the people is 
not the voice of God. But one should be startled when told that the experience 


Just as long as you eat rich 
foods your system will become 


clogged, and occasionally you will find it 
necessary to take a laxative. How often, de 
pends greatly upon the kind you choose. 

If you take drugs, chemicals or liquid med- 
icines (they irritate the intestinal tract) nature 
soon relies upon them entirely. 

The safe way is to avoid Medicines and drugs 
and to drink a matural laxative water. Such a 
laxative is ABILENA Water, wnich nature, 
not man, has perfected, 


ABILENA 


America’s Natural Laxative 


ABILENA comes to you pure and healthful—just 
as it flows from the famous wells of ABILENA=-as 
harmless as the water you drink—pure, clear, spark- 
ling, vitalizing. 

It flushes and cleanses the system thoroughly and 
in the gentlest way possible. Instead -n 
of irritating the delicate membranes . 
of the intestinal tract, as artificial 
waters and other drugs are apt to 
do, it soothes and nourishes these 
tissues. 


This is due to the fact that ABI- 
LENA contains a large amount of 
natural sodium sulphate and 
practicallyno magnesium. Lead- 
ing physicians everywhere rec- 
ommend ABILENA. Itis winning 
thousands of new friends daily. 


a som y x 
Please do not confuse ABILENA with 
other laxatives. The ordinary laxative 


water, whether you get it by dissolving 

salts in drinking water or whether you buy 

it in bottled form, is an artificia? product, 

a chemical. Whereas, ABILENA is a nat- iz 
\ y 


ural product and the only advertised az- 
ural American laxative water. i 


Try ABILENA, a small two-dose bottle 
first, and see how much better it is than the 
laxative you have been taking. | 

It is so safe, sure, pleasant and inexpen- 
sive that you will appreciate it and keep it 
in your home always. Your druggist sells 
it and is authorized to guarantee satisfac- 
tion or refund your money. = 


The ABILENA Company 
Abilene, Kansas 


“*The Natural Method,’ an 
interesting booklet on Perfect} 
Elimination, mailed free on 
request to Frank M. Gier, 
M. D., President. 
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f Will You Try One— 
in if we send it FREE? 


OAs We want every merchant, dealer, 
7 bookkeeper and clerk whore- 
quires quick, accurate foot- 
me ings to prove for himself the 
A Worth and economy of the 
little magician’’—The 


\ Rapid Computer 
Adding Machine 


$ We'll send it to you on five days’ free 

trial—if it pleases you, pay our price of 
only $25.00—if it doesn’t, send it back at 
our expense, It does its work perfectly at 
any angle—can rest on any desk or on any 
book alongside figures you wish to add. A 
wonder as a saver of time and errors. Capacity 
l 9,999,999.99, Save time and money—write us 
Bs today if you’d like to try one. Catalogue free. 


MPUTER GO., 2123 Tribune Bldg., Chicago 
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COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let me see what you can do with it. 
You can earn $20.00 to $125.00 or more per 
week as illustrator or cartoonist.: My prac- 
tical system of personal individual lessons 
by mail will develop your talent. Fifteen 
years’ successful work for newspapers 
and magazines qualifies me to teach you 
Send me your sketch of President Taft 
with 6c. in stamps and I will send you a 
test lesson plate, also collection of draw- 
ings showing possibilities for YOU. 


a 
OF ILLUSTRATING 
The LANDON SCHOOL SI ARTOONING 
1433 Schofield Bldg., Cleveland, O. 


Have you noticed Mr. Landon’ s work in Uncle Remus's 
Home Magazine? 
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Neuralgia’s 
Got to Go-- 


when you rub the spot with this 
soothing nerve-comforter— 


MENTHOLATED 


VASELINE 


IN CONVENIENT, SANITARY, 
PURE TIN TUBES 
(Contain no Lead) 


Cools and clears your aching head, 
or stops that darting pain in the cheek. 
The Menthol soothes the nerve-ache, 
while Vaseline is a lightning conductor 
through the skin-pores to the seat of 
the trouble. 
This is but one of the twelve Vaseline Preparations 
that together form a safe and convenient medicine 


chest for the treatment of all the little accidents and 
ailments prevalent in every family. 


WRITE for our FREE VASELINE BOOK 


It tells you of the special uses for 


Mentholated Vaseline White Vaseline 

Capsicum Vaseline Pomade Vaseline 
Carbolated Vaseline Borated Vaseline 
Vaseline Oxide of Zinc Camphorated Vaseline 
Vaseline Cold Cream Vaseline Camphor Ice 
Vaseline Camphorated Cream Perfumed White Vaseline 


CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO. 
Proprietors of Every “Vaseline” Product 
40 State Street, New York 
Branch Offices 
London Montreal 
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Brass-Craft 
Outfit FREE 


Everyone will be doing 
Brass-Craft this season,—it’s 
the best and most popular 
New Art Work of recent 
years, 


All articles (except shades) 
are wood, beautifully covered 
with brass, stamped with 


Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 


We Give Away a Complete 


Consisting of Tool for Stippling, polished maple 
em ored Mallet and Modeling Tool, Package Col- 
ai ng Powder,Steel Wool and Polishing Plush, and 

SO Complete materials for handsome Brass-Craft 
Hondar, worth $1.00 when decorated (see illustra- 
ion); includes Brass Hanger, Round Head Tacks, 
i endar Pad and full directions. All sent Free and 

repaid to anyone sending us 25 cents to pay cost of 
packing, shipping, etc. Write today. 


Aste for FREE Catalog HM 10 


saie tates hundreds of new Brass-Craft articles 
eet spear for Home Decoration, Gifts, etc. Shows 
Ow a little investment in materials and time can 
Produce liberal returns in both pleasure and profit. 
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Special Xmas Designs 
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best oil colors,2 brushes,A thumd 
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Stencils can be 
Especially 
Com- 


and directions. 
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No drawing or tracing necessary. 
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REN designs contained in above outfit, 
CH ART STENCIL CO., Dept. 36, 183 W, 23d St., New York City 
Carleton made $8.00 one after- 
noon. Mrs. Bosworth made 
heeded. FREE SAMPLES. Credit. Easy work. A DAY 
FREEPORT MFC. CO. 76 Main St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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jas seven thousand years is unavailing, that all men are created equal. Twice 
during the life of the human race there has existed a government of .the people, 
by the people, for the people; but neither government lasted long. I refer to 
one of the Athenian governments, under which the greatest man of all an- 
tiquity was put to death by the people; and I also refer to a period of one of 
the Roman governments, when the courts were empowered to permit the people 
directly. to try prisoners, and when such a trial took place the greatest personage 
of the time was demanded by the people, who shouted, “Crucify Him! Crucify 
Him!” Never has the voice of the people been other than that of the rabble. 
If to-day the American people had the opportunity, they would put to 
| death the great Athenian and the great Nazarenian. Indeed does the foul 
breath of the people, which ever has been the voice of the people, more than 
reek, WALTER NEALE. 
The Flatiron Building, New York. 


Admiring the Other Fellow 


The Open House is so homelike and hospitable I cannot help wishing to 
enter it and join in the friendly talks. Other people—their lives and their 
ideas—interest me greatly. 

I wish heartily to thank Mr. Rutherford, of Georgia, for his championship 
of the business girl. I have been in the business world for the past ten years, 
and I think his good opinion of the working girl is well founded. 

Also, I am glad to say that I have found the men with whom I have had 
| business dealings almost invariably square and kind. Many of my men cus- 
| tomers have gone out of their way to send or bring me work. 
| There’s a pet notion of mine I would like to pass on to Dick L. It is this: 
| Men unconsciously prefer coquettish women. I have remarked this frequently. 

Those of my girl acquaintances who are flirtatiously inclined always attract 
admirers. I have heard men admit that they found a charm in not being able 
to tell what such a girl may do next. For-myself, I prefer a dependable person: 
I confess to liking Germans, who are nearly always staid and trustworthy. 
They may be plodders, but they are good to anchor to. The next time you go 
to select a girl, friend Dick, try a quiet, practical one. For goodness sake 
don’t condemn all of us because those two have fallen short! We old maids, 
who have seen a great deal of the world, still believe there are some nice men 
in it, though we know there are thousands who indulge in breaking the deca- 
logue. Isn’t it nice to be able to tell the other fellow what to do? And so 
cheap, too! Harre Burns. 

Springfield, Missouri. 


A Garden Spot 


Can any good come out of Nazareth? From a state known chiefly for its 
political agitation and agriculture, can there be beauty, wealth or grandeur? 
The Jews were surprised to find that the Messiah came from the despised city, 
and so may you, my dear readers, be surprised to learn that there are spots 
in Mississippi rivaling the vine-clad hills and flowery plains of Eden. 

One of these is its most southeastern county, Jackson. Bordering on Ala- 
bama and the Gulf, it seems separate from other counties, and in its qualities 
is distinctly so. Perhaps no other section can boast of so varied products. 
The Gulf, forests, streams and fields conspire to make this section great. 

Its wealth in the past has been in its forests. Drained by the mighty Pas- 
cagoula and its tributaries, it has carried on an enormous lumber business. 
The pine has been king, but in this great rush is going fast and must soon be 
gone. The large quantities of oak, ash, hickory, sweetgum, blackgum, cypress, 
and dozens of other kinds of trees have been practically untouched, insuring 
a timber industry for generations yet to come. Just here might be mentioned 
the fruit trees Among the domestic varieties, peaches, apples, pears, quinces, 
walnuts and oranges hold sway. The latter, especially Satsumas, with pecans, 
are almost infant industries in themselves. In the woods, hickory nuts, acorns, 
grapes, bullaces, May and parsley haws, bay and gum berries make life worth 
living for the animals and fowls that delight in those things. 

The fish and game are side-lines as elsewhere, but domestic animals are 
given a great deal of attention and are very valuable. The fish are the same 
as in any Southern waters. The game is such as deer, wild turkey and duck, 
none of which are now very plentiful. Squirrels may be heard barking in the 
swamps and along the small streams. We have birds of every description, 
chief among them the partridge, who sounds his “Bob-White” on every hill. 
Hogs, sheep and cattle are raised profitably, to a great extent in the woods 
without any feed at all. 

Agriculture is as yet almost an experiment, but is that on which the 
future of this section must depend. Not a great deal of any one thing is pro- 
duced, but something of almost everything may be found. At the Mississippi 
State Fair, where Jackson county has repeatedly taken first prize, the state 
prize for a fine bale of cotton was taken by Jackson county’s only bale. The 
grain crop is mostly corn. Potatoes are raised in great quantities. Clover is 
grown for forage, also velvet beans. 

There are no large towns; Moss Point and Scranton are lumber markets. 
Ocean Springs is a health resort. Near Scranton may be heard a mysterious 
music on the waters. It is said to be the last song of the Pascagoula Indians 
as they drowned themselves to escape their foes. 

One of the most picturesque spots is Brewton, on the Pascagoula, about 
twenty-five miles from its mouth. It was formerly a sawmill village. With 
its wonderful springs, mammoth caves, lakes, and even the river itself, it is, 
indeed beautiful. The log-chute is an object of interest. Through this has 
gone the wealth of the surrounding country. But the place was very unhealthy 
and the collection of all kinds of people around the mill made a regular Sodom 
or Gomorrah. But no celestial fire has fallen on it, and it has endured only 
the fate of being like Auburn, a “Deserted Village”. 

The churches are of every denomination. The school system while not the 
best, is becoming better all the time. An impetus for higher education has 
set in, and bodes nothing but good. ‘Each town has its high school, and the 
county boasts of one country high school, Daisy-Vestry. This school exerts a 
good influence on the northern part of the county and is the pride of its 
friends and patrons. 

The catcher of the Columbia team, South Atlantic League, is a Scranton 
boy, Ray Krebs. 


Chaperone and Chaperoned 


The car was rapidly being filled; the train would leave the station in a 
few minutes. An elderly gentleman carrying a suitcase came in, accompanied 
by a blonde girl, daintily sweet in her simple dress and sailor hat. He placed 
her in the seat behind me and turned back, saying to her: “I'll get your ticket.” 
A young man, who was standing in the aisle approached her and asked re- 
spectfully: “May I occupy this seat? I get off at the next station.” She 


” | bowed her consent, drew her skirts more closely to her, and he took the seat— 
When he came | 


the only one vacant-——just as her father re-entered the car. 
up and saw the young man sitting beside his daughter, he asked sternly: 

“Are you acquainted with this young lady?” 

“No, sir, I am not,” was the reply. 

“Then please vacate this seat.” 

The young man got up and moved quietly away. Not by word or gesture 
did he betray the annoyance he must have felt. Evidently, he was a gentle- 
man. Having disposed of the stranger, the father looked around to find a 
suitable seat-mate for the girl. His glance fell upon a young lady, seated just 
across the aisle—a pretty brunette, her black, bright eyes shaded by a foot 
or two of hat brim. He stepped to her side. 

“Will you kindly take a seat by this young lady?” he asked. 

She had witnessed the ousting of the young man with restrained mirth. 


and still fit, even if they shrink or stretch. 
leaves are supplied to fill out as you extend the table. 


which is a guarantee. 
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To overcome 
decay - acids 
in the mouth, 
a dentifrice 
must give a 
mild alkaline 


reaction 


co 


RIBBON 


DENTAL CREAN | 


amare 


does this most efficiently. 


These three rules for the care 


the teeth should be followed: 


1. Before brushing, remove food 
particles lodged between the teeth 
with floss silk or quill pick. : 

2. Have your dentist examine 
your teeth twice a year. 

3. Use Ribbon Dental Cream 
with luke-warm water moming 
and night. 

Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream cleans—pree 
serves—polishesdeliciously and antiseptically, 
To teach the regular care of the teeth a pleas- 
ant dentifrice is necessary. Colgate’sis pleasant 


to the taste, without the presence of sugar, 
and efficient as a cleanser, without grit. 


of 


Trial Tube for 4 Cents 

Colgate & Co., Dept. 26 

199 Fulton St..New York Pappa oe 
Canadian Dept. RIBBON LIES FLAT 

Coristine Bldg., Montreal ON THE 


T SRE D i 
Insure the Surface 


of your 


Dining Table 


A single hot dish or spilled liquid will 
ruin your dining table. The stains, 
spots and blotches made cannot be re- 
moved except by an expert furniture 
} polisher. The expense will be four 
» NN times as much as the absolutely cer- 
1AA tain and permanent protection of a 


PEERLESS 


Asbestos 
Table Mat 


The Peerless is made 
of heavy asbestos 
boards through 
which neither 
heat nor liquid 

can penetrate. 

These boards are made 

in sizes to fit any table and are 

hinged so they may be folded 
and put in the drawer when 
not in use. The flannel cov- 
erings, which give the soft- 
ness and silence to the table, 
are easily removed when 
they require washing 
Extra 


PERS 


Our Guarantee 


Every Peerless Asbestos Table Mat bears this mark 
If any table top 


Mat is used we will pay the cost of hav- 
ing it refinished. Get only a Peerless. 


Ask your dealer to show you a Peerless As- 
bestos Table Mat—if he cannot do it, don’t be 
satisfied with any other kind—write to us and 
we will tell you where you can see the Peer- 
less and send you our booklet “To the Woman Who Cares.” 


CHICAGO ASBESTOS TABLE MAT CO. 
215-219 Loomis St., Chicago, Iil. 


CHRISTMAS POST CAR 
20 No Two Alike—Latest AiR 10e 


T Lovely assortment of 20 Artistic Christmas, 
Friendship, Goodluck, Roses and Flowers in exquisite colors, all for 
only 10c if you answer this ad immediately. 


J. H. SEYMOUR, 125 W. Eighth St., Topeka, Kans. 
ei ar e rar a a A a 


The Prize Collection of Post Cards. 


Made of selections from sixteen different series 
of finest embossed cards produced in America. 
Enclosed in beautiful illuminated envelope. 
Sample set sent for ten cents. Agents wanted. 


W. E. Rudge, 216 William St., New York. 


by law, full weight, handsomely designed, 
made in Rose, Orchid, Waterlily (as shown) 
and Clover patterns. 

Beautiful and useful gift for the holidays 
— Birthdays, Anniversaries—a‘ valuable re- 
membrance—satisfactory as one piece, also 
compose a very attractiveiset. Any initial 
or single name engraved free, 


Sent prepaid for $1.00, 


Ask: for our 90-page Catalogue, Free 
2;000 Illustrations, 


ALITY TOA 
OOOO 


Stops Falling Hair 


Arp e satisfied with your Sa Good. 
But if it’s falling out, keeps thin and short, 
looks dull and lifeless, what then ? Here 
are the ingredients that will stop the fall- 
ing, destroy the dandruff, and give new life 
to the hair. Ask your doctor all about 
Hall’s Hair Renewer. His advice should 
always be final. R. P. HALL & CO., Nashua, N. H. 


Gh nore Capsicum. Tea. Rosemary Lea Bay Rum, 
Ingredients: Siomin eee ncn Aloe? Ween Bey Rum, 


Does not 
_Color the Hair_| the Hair 


BLAC 


Face Powper 
THE WOMAN BEAUTIFUL 


who owes her clear, fair complexion to Lablache, anticipates {$ 
with pleasure the social tunctions of winter. No boudoir 
equipment can be complete without 

Lablache, ¿že great beautifier, 772- 

vistble though adherent. La- 


blache complexions retain that 
smooth, velvety appearance 
of youth and refinement. 


Refuse substitutes. They 
may be dangerous. Flesh, 
White, Pink or Cream, 50c. 
a box, of druggists or by 
mail. Send 10c. for sam- 
ple box. 


BEN LEVY CO. 


French Perfumers Dept. 29 
125 Kingston St., Boston, Mass. 


A FLOOD OF LIGHT 
FROM KEROSENE (Goal Oibh 


Burning common kerosene the 


ALAD 
LAMP generates gas that gives a light more bril- 
liant than city gas, 


gasoline or electricity. 
AGI ENT odorless, clean, safe and durable 
NTS MAKE BIG MONEY 

Is revolutionizing lighting everywhere. Needed 
in every home. Every lamp guaranteed. Sells 
itself Our Sunbeam Burners fit other lamps. 

Ask our nearest office how you can geta ‘am 

free or apply for Agency Proposition. TH 
y et e tens T of America.Dcsk 12 
Winnipeg, Montreal, 


Chios», Portland, Go 
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“Tll be glad to,” she responded; introductions followed, and the brunette 
took the vacated seat beside the blonde. 

“I’m delighted to have some one to talk to,” she declared. 
tomed to traveling with mama. When one is alone, there is usually some 
presuming man. It is so annoying.” ` 

The old gentleman beamed on her approvingly; his anxious expression 
vanished, and he bent over and kissed this girl on the brow. “Good-by, Dee, 
write to me as soon as you arrive.” 

“Good-by, papa,” she returned. There was an aggrieved note in her voice, 
and when her father had left the car she said, | poutingly : “I don’t see where 
there was any harm in the man sitting by me.’ 

“Well,” replied her new friend, “you didn’t know him, and—just fancy! 
I thought you two were a newly -married pair.” 

She laughed lightly; the blonde blushed and exclaimed: 
injured look was still in her blue eyes. Presently, the train stopped at a sta- 
tion. A dashing-looking young. man left his seat farther back and came up 
to the one occupied by the two girls.. He bent his bold, handsome eyes on the 
brunette, whose face was lifted to him. 

“So, you are playing watch-dog,” he said with a laugh. 

“Chaperone,” she corrected. “Don’t you think I play the role well?” 

“Fairly,” he replied, “but the old fellow ought to have employed me to 
watch the chaperone. Who was the guy he ousted?” 

“T don’t know. I see him getting off now,” was the answer. 

“Be good, [ll be back directly,” he said, flippantly, as he started towards 
the door of the car. 

“Who is he?” asked the blonde. 

“I declare I don’t know,” laughed the other; “he’s good-looking, and I 
bet he’s lots of fun.” 

The young man returned from his post of observation at the door. “I’ve 
come back,” he announced, “to let you girls see I can keep an engagement.” 
He leaned familiarly across the back of the seat and gazed down impartially 
into blue eyes and black, with an occasional objection to the interference of 
hat brims. There was no obstruction to his flow of frivolous talk, however, 
his remarks evoking quick repartee from the witty brunette, who turned now 
and then to her companion, exclaiming: “Dee, do say something; don’t leave 
it all to me.” The blue-eyed one smiled indulgently. Back of the violet eyes 
there was evidently a vacuum sufficient to furnish appreciation of such im- 
pertinent nonsense as this, “Yes, yes, that’ll do. Call me Mr. Man and love 
me all you can.” His fund of absurd talk seemed inexhaustible. It diverted 
the girls immensely—particularly the brunette. “I am not a fit person to 
travel,” she declared. “I can’t help laughing at every silly thing.” 

Her merriment was contagious; it was echoed by the laughter of the 
blonde. At every stopping place, “Chaperone and Chaperoned” attracted the 
attention of the groups of longers, gazing into the car windows; while within, 
“Mr. Man” found that he had no monopoly in his admiration of the two beau- 
ties; it was shared with every passer-by. As he grew more facetious, an old 
gentleman across the aisle murmured, sotto voce: “I wonder if Dee’s father 
wouldn’t better have left his daughter’s companionship to the chances of travel. 
Even a wolf in sheep’s clothing would have been preferable to such a sheep’s 
head.” 

Was he too severe in his censure? What do the Open House members 
think? FINETA. 

Athens, Ala. 


“I am accus- 


“Absurd”; the 


A Trained Nurse’s Experiences 


As Mrs. Bryan has kindly invited me to tell the Open House some of 
my experiences as a trained nurse, I will relate one that was unusual and 
unpleasant, yet it was interesting and not devoid of a comical side. 

I received a call out in the country to nurse a case of typhoid. On arriv- 
ing at the small cottage, I found not one patient, but four—a mother and 
three children. The other three children—one of these a six-months-old baby 
—had been sent to their grandmother’s lest they should contract the disease. 
The head of the house was a farmer; he owned his home and land and he 
had stock and a respectable sum in the bank, yet I never saw a home so devoid 
of comfort, so barren of beauty and convenience. There were not half enough 
cooking utensils in the kitchen, the furniture was extremely primitive—no 
pictures, no books—not a doll or a toy in the house where there were six young 


children, whose early years were made barren of the things so dear to the | 


child’s heart, and whose lives would be dwarfed through miserliness of parents. 

I set about the work of nursing with many misgivings. There was no 
cook to be had, and the father of the family was so afflicted with laziness 
(could it have been hookworm?) that when he sat down, which he habitually 
did, he seemed unable to pluck up energy to get up again. 

We were dependent on the neighbors to bring us our meals, or to come 
and cook them. Oh, but they were good people, those neighbors—lI shall 
always remember them with affection. Once, I went twenty-four hours with- 
out a mouthful of food—except some peaches which the doctor brought me. 
Whenever I could get time, I cooked and I also washed the dishes, after I 
had seen the man take them out of doors and wash them in the hand-basin. 
The sight almost turned me against eating, but strange to say, I continued to 
have an excellent appetite, besides, I knew I must eat in order to keep my 
strength that I might nurse and wait upon all those poor helpless patients. 
Now, typhoid is my hobby. I find it exceedingly interesting to study its vari- 
ous forms and phas and to watch its progress and its decline. But I had 
little time here to study this complex malady 

After ten days, we got a cook, and she and I scrubbed all the floors— 
one at a time. After two weeks the work was not so strenuous, and I had 
more rest at night. But anxiety came from another source. One little girl, 
who had not been very sick, began to convalesce. She was a beautiful child, 
with large, innocent-looking eyes, but the frantic hunger that follows the ces- 
sation of the fever, made her cunning. One day, she managed to slip out of 
the room and find some green apples which she ate. Fortunately, she threw 
the cores under the bed, and I found them soon enough, with the help of a 
large dose of castor oil, to prevent a relapse. But I was terribly frightened. 
With two convalescent children to watch, their distressing calls for something 
to eat, their sick mother concerned about them, and the other child still very 
ill, I thought I was more sorely tried than in the beginning. 

But more was to come. One day, the other three children came home. 
Tneir grandmother would keep them no longer. The little six-months-old baby 

was half sick, yet, its sister—eleven years old, fed it cabbage and cornbread 
and wanted to give it paregoric at night to hush its cries and make it sleep 
as the grandmother had done. 

I boiled over at this and told the child she must not do it. By the doc- 
tor’s direction, we changed the baby’s milk and soon the little one was greatly 
improved, laughing and cooing and seeming quite happy. It makes me shud- 
der when I think of the ignorance of the simplest laws of health prevailing 
among civilized people. Uneducated they are, it is true, but it seems to me 


that common sense should enable them to know better. 


I stayed four weeks in this home. I did not leave until I saw all my 
patients able to be up—I did not know whether or not they appreciated my 
efforts in their behalf, but I tried to be pleasant though firm and I got along 
with them beautifully. There is not a thing in this little sketch that is over- 
| drawn. Let all young girls who contemplate taking up the profession of 
| trained nurse—and who see in it only novelty and romance—take warning. 
I love my work; I take a sincere interest in all my patients, but let me tell 


Music in 
the Home Is 
a Most Healthful, Hope- 
ful Influence Upon 
Young Folks 


—It is right that there should be the opportunity 
g playing and hearing beautiful music in every 
ome, 


—And we are doing our big share to place within 
the reach and enjoyment of all, the highest stand- 
ards of music. 


—For over 12 years our Factory has been mak- 
ing famous the name of 


CABLE-NELSON 
PIANOS 


and 


PLAYER-PIANOS 


—Neither our pianos alone nor our inside player" 
pianos are priced outside the means of the great 
comfortably -fixed mass of the people. 


—In fact, no matter whether you have wealth or 
are in only reasonable circumstances, no better, 
higher class, perfect tone pianos, or player-pianos 
can be offered you than the Cable-Nelson. 

—Let us send you the proof in our Catalogs with 
information which will be worth §200 or more to 
you whether you finally decide to buy ours or some 


other make. If we have no dealer near you we 
sell direct. 


Please Take Our Advice 
Not to Buy Until You Get Our Books 
—Free on Request 


CABLE-NELSON PIANO CO. 


406 Republic Building, Chicago 
Factory at South Haven, Michigan 
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ə0ct. SHEET MUSIC 


15 CTS. EACH, POSTPAID 


SONGS—Words and Music for Piano or Organ 
Garden of Roses Has Anybody Here Seen Kelly 


Rainbow You Are Ideal of My Dreams 
My Pony Boy I’ll Make Ring Around Rosie 
Red Wing Any Little Girl That’s Nice Little Girl 


Just Some One By Light of Silvery Moon 
The Dublin Rag Carry Marry Harry 
I’ve Got Rings On My Fingers 
I’d Rather Say Hello Than Goodbye 
Senora—A Gem I Wish I Had a Girl 
Yiddle on Your Fiddle I’m Awfully Glad I’m Irish 
Dreaming Sweet Bunch of Daisies 
Are You Sincere Silver Threads Among the Gold 
No One Knows That Mesmerizing Mendelsohn Tune 
Honey Boy Put On Your Old. Grey Bonnet 
Daisic »sWon’tTell Way Down in Cotton Town 
Yip-I-Addy-I-Aye Meet Me Tonight in Dreamland [True 
Down in Jungle Town Some Day When Dreams Come 
Cubanola Glide My Love is Greater Than World 
That Italian Rag Where the River Shannon Flows 
Garden of Dreams Play That Barber Shop Chord 
INSTRUMENTAL—Music for Piano or Organ 
Meditation, ġy Morrison Hearts and Flowers—/nter- 
Kiss of Spring Waltz mezzo Frog Legs—Rag 
Let Er Go— March Love Sparks— Waltz 
Rainbow— Two Step Moon Winks—TAree-Step 
Star of the Sea—Reverie Maple Leaf—Rag 
Turkey in the Straw Beautiful Star ot Heaven 
Red Wing— Two-Step Ben Hur Chariot Race 
Red Head Rag—A Hit Wedding of Winds Waltz 
Drifting Leaves—Reverie College Life—7wo Step 
Burning of Rome—March Rose Song—Reverie 
Melody of Love Blaze of Glory—March Hit 
Our Music is the same — in every particular —as you pur- 
chase in any Music store—the only difference being the price. 
THE MYREX COMPANY, 241 West 36th Street, NEW YORK 
“The Cheapest Music House on Earth” 
Send 2c Stamp for *‘Money-Saving’' Catalog 


MAKE MORE MONEY 


than you ever dreamed possible decorating 


Star of the East 
Oh! You Kid 


| china, burnt-wood, metal, pillow-tops, etc., in 


colors from photographs. Men successful as 
women. Learned at once, no talent required. 
Takes like wild-fire everywhere. Send stamp 
quick for particulars. 


H. W. VALLANCE CO., Elkhart, Ind. 


PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 


Cleanses and beautifies the hair. 


i Promotes a luxuriant growth. 
if Never Fails to Restore Gray 
Hair to its Youthful Color. 
Cures scalp diseases & hair falling. 
50c, and $1.00 at Druggists 
more Revenue than a 100- 


$ l NSEN G acre farm with much less 


work and worry. Let me show you how to increase your annual 
income $500, to $5000, and live in Ease and Comfort. Write now. 

T. H. SUTTON, 825 Sherwood Avenue, LOUISVILLE, KY. 
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POPULAR MUSIC 


Send us 25 cents in stamps or coin and we will mail 
three copies of popular music. ‘This offer for Christ- 
mas number only. 


Culture isthe ‘Only Way” 
to make Big Money on Lit- 
tle Capital. One acre is 
worth $25,000, and yields 


Home Study—fFree Tuition by Mail 


Popular Music Co., 180 Montague Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


$10,000 FOR A SONG 


RECENTLY PAID 
Send us YOUR SONG POEMS for examination and offer 
H. KIRKUS DUGDALE CO., Dept. 165, Washington, D. C. 


you, girls, there is a lot more in the business of the trained nurse than to ad- 
To one representative in each county and city. Normal, Professional, ini ici € i 
Andone. CEMAES hodi? Hist Scho, Coliere PUDETI minister a dose of medicine and “cool the fevered brow with touches of the 


Civil Service, Language, Drawing, Agricultural, Bookkeeping and soft, beautiful hands.” TRAINED NURSE. 
Shorthand Courses. Over 100 branches from which to select. Apply | "a 
for Free Tuition to Carnegie College, Rogers, Ohio. | eorg ia. 
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Pears 


“Theres no place like 
home,” and no soap like 
|i Pears.’ 

Pears’ Soap is found in 
millions of homes the world 
over. 
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Sold everywhere. 


a 
 “Fluff-0-Down” 
|  Flannels 


Write today 
and send 10c for 
a box containing 
samples of* Fluff- 
0O-Down” Flan- 
nels, and every- 
thing needed for 
baby’s clothes — 
also booklet 
“Baby’s Ward- 
robe,” which tells 
mothers how to 
care for, feed and 

i à aiia : | clothe babies and 

children. 
Send Tod a for our large complete catalogue filled 
with everything for the home—con- 
hins hundreds of suggestions for appropriate and useful 
Jhristmas gifts. It’s free for the asking. Write today. 


THE ELDER & JOHNSTON CO., Dept. 4, DAYTON, OHIO 


BABY LOVES HIS 


And So Like Mother’s Breast 
| that baby will go from one to the other 
H without noticing the difference. lt makes 
weaning easy. Easily cleaned. There 
is only one Hygeia Nursing Bottle. The 
name Hres is on the breast; also in the 
Cell for base of the glass cell. Price by mail 
Food Buy of your druggist, or address 
Dept.R, Hygeia Nursing Bottle Co., Buffalo, N. Y. 
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| MARIAN ESTELLE GUNNELLS 
į 238 W. Forrest Ave., Detroita Mich. 


| TS ‘bright, little, 14. 
months old girl- has been 
raised on 


fee | ESKAY’S 
[| FOOD 


almost from birth. - She is healthy, 

happy and. well developed as 

only: a ‘properly nourished child 
i can be. 


| E'sskay’s Food, added to fresh ` 

| = cow's milk; solves the. problem of 

what ‘to give the baby who: can- 
| -not be nursed, 


On. request swe will gladly send’.free ten 
feedings of Eskay's-and our helpful book, 
““How to Care for the Baby.” 3 


= SMITH, KLINE & FRENCH CO. 
| 462 Arch Street, Philadelphia 
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THE RECOLLECTIONS OF 


ALEXANDER H. STEPHENS 


(Continued from Page 29) 


able diet; they were pressed for their own subsistence; many of the necessa- 
ries of life, to say nothing of luxuries, were cut off from the soldiers and the 
body of the people; they were themselves subjected to privations from which 
many not only suffered, but contracted disease and died; soldiers in the field 
were often on very short rations and of a very unwholesome quality. 

At Andersonville, there were crowded together on a small piece of 
ground, enclosed by a stockade, upward of 30,000 prisoners. The space oc- 
cupied by this large number was, I believe, about ten acres; in this small 
compass this large body of men had to live, exposed to sun, rain, and all 
sorts of weather. What could be expected, even with an abundance of sub- 
stantial food but disease and death to great numbers? But whose fault was 
this? Was it entirely chargeable to Confederate authorities? The Confed- 
erates were ever anxious to exchange prisoners of war. This, the Federals 
refused to do. The Confederates could not separate their prisoners, or pro- 
vide a number of places so as to have fewer men crowded together. They 
had not the means. They had not men to spare to build prisons or stockades 
in which to secure their many prisoners. Nor had they sufficient force in 
the field to spare men from it for guard duty even if they had been pro- 
vided with proper places in plenty for the safe confinement of prisoners. The 
Federals were well advised of the conditions. May not the suffering, disease, 
and death of thousands who fell victims in these miserable places be, in 
part, charged to the conduct of their own Government which they had served 
so well and in whose cause they so mournfully and pitifully fell? 

When I heard of the conditions at Andersonville, my feelings were ex- 
cited to the highest degree of commiseration—just as much as when the suf- 
ferings of the Confederates captured in Arkansas were detailed to me by 
some one who had passed, still living, but shattered forever in health, through 
the dread ordeal which was their lamentable lot. When I was satisfied of 
the inability of the Confederate Government to provide for its prisoners as 
humanity required, I wished them all (or at least all in such places as An- 
dersonville) to be released and sent home on parole. My policy was for Mr. 
Davis to address them, setting forth the cause for which we were contend- 
ing, the great principle of States Rights and Self-Government for which their 
ancestors had pledged life and honor in 1776; and that we viewed this. war, 
waged against us with such fearful odds on their side, as altogether wrong, 
aggressive, and utterly at conflict with these great fundamental principles of 
American Constitutional Liberty; that though the fortune of battle had placed 
them in our hands; though their own officials refused such exchange as was 
usual in civilized warfare; yet, as we could not supply them with such quar- 
ters or food as humanity dictated, we, with that magnanimity which ever 
characterizes those who take up arms nerved with a full sense of the justice 
of their cause, released them on their parole of honor not to engage further 
in the struggle until duly exchanged. 

(To Be Continued) 


Letter from Colonel John Peters 


EDITOR UNCLE REMUS’S HOME MAGAZINE: 

Enclosed please find a year’s subscription for your magazine, which I wish to commence with and 
include this year’s August and September numbers. This afternoon a neighbor brought me the August 
and September numbers and said, ‘‘Colonel, some years ago I heard you say that you considered 
Alexander H. Stephens as among the most illustrious men of the age in which he lived and so I 
have brought you these magazines thinking you might find them interesting,” which I certainly did 
and now desire to get the whole story. 

The mention of the arrest of Mr. Stephens brings to my mind a most vivid recollection of that 
event. I was in command of the city at the time, playing the role of Mayor, Chief of Police, City 
Magistrate, et.cet., making it a very “‘busy season of the year” with me. 

On receiving the order of Gen’l. Upton directing the arrest of Mr. Stephens, Toombs, Cobb, et al, 
I detailed Capt. Saint to execute the order. My best recollection is that Mr. Stephens was brought to 
Gen’l. Upton’s headquarters where I happened to be, at about 10 o’clock in the evening. Gen’l. Upton 
was away and when Capt. Saint undertook to introduce us Mr. Stephens, extending his hand, re- 
marked that he needed no introduction, that such ceremony had been performed many years ago at 
Washington by Senator George W. Jones of Iowa. While I well remember the fact I was astonished 
that he should have remembered me as I was only a beardless boy at the time. 

A supper was prepared and partaken of after which Mr. Stephens and I went into the front 
yard under the spreading branches of a large live oak tree and for hours talked; probably, at first, 
about the war, its cause and management and persons that figured upon the stage at that time. I 
remember he pointed towards the blackened refuse of what was once the railroad depot and told 
of a time when he and Stephen A. Douglas stood and talked to five thousand Georgians fairly crazy 
with political excitement. Talked of old comrades in Congress with whom I- had been acquainted, 
of his meeting with President Lincoln at City Point, of their heart to heart talk over the terrible 
condition of the country. Very much of this talk has never and probably never will be seen in print 
as such was the honorable understanding between them. 

In short, that night’s interview was the most interesting, instructive and ever to be remembered, 


than any that has ever been my good fortune to attend. Mr. Stephens speaks of being under guard | 


for some portion of the time spent in Atlanta. Of course his recollection is better than mine but 
I am quite sure that both Gen’l. Upton and myself were in perfect accord regarding our high regard 
and esteem of the great statesman of Georgia and I am equally certain that we looked upon him more 
as an honored guest than a prisoner of war, and that our best efforts were put forth to procuring his 
transportation to Washington separate from that of Mr. Davis, as he requested. 

I was utterly astonished at reading in your paper that Mr. Stephens had been consigned to a 
prison cell at Fort Warren. Certainly this would not have happened had Abraham Lincoln been 
living. My ignorance of passing events about that period came about by reason of an unfortunate 
accident that befell me, soon after the departure of Mr. Stephens. I was riding at a rapid gait to 
escape a coming storm when my horse fell, badly fracturing my right leg and seriously bruising my 
body, which incident kept me a more or less serious invalid for some two years or more, so that I 
took little interest in what was going on. And—oh! well I don’t know, some way I was handi- 
capped by reason of my being a Douglas democrat and have been suffering with the same disease 


ever since. 
Now, my dear Sir, if you will forgive this infliction, I will promise not to repeat it. 


I am very respectfully yours, 
J. H. PETERS, 
Manchester, Iowa. Late Col. 4th Iowa Cavalry. 


CHRISTMAS MEMORIES 


(Concluded from Page 6) 


while she unlocked and opened the door of his former room. He looked within 
as the door fell back, then in amazement he gasped and took a step forward. 

Here was the little room where Elizabeth had lived and where so recently 
he had stood with her. Here were all the things made sacred by her touch; 
even her chair stood in the sunny window where bloomed a thrifty plant. 

Janet’s arms were about him again, and he heard her loving voice: 

“This was why I asked you to sleep downstairs, Father—I wanted this—” 
she waved her hand toward the room— “I wanted this to be your Christmas 
present, so that always you might be near Mother;” she dwelt on the word 
softly. “It was hard to keep the secret,” she went on; “and John and I held 
many an anxious council. I know no gift in all the world could so please 
you as this—” 

No words could he summon to express his gratitude. But Janet’s eyes, 
looking into his, spelled understanding. 

The children, released by their father, now bounded upon their grand- 
father. “Merry Christmas, dear Grandfather,” they called; “merry, merry 
Christmas !” 
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regular $7.00 value for.... 


Hair 


You get the very best quality 
direct from the importers at 
less than the wholesale 


prices. If you are perfectly 


satisfied remit; if not return at once. ou to be the 
jud We have switches in all lengths but the following 
are the most desirable sizes. All long hair; short stem. 


Switches 


Hair Natural Wavy Hair 


« 4.95 22 * 


218 be « 


20 in. 134 oz. $1.40 20 in. 1% oz. $1.75 


136 ** 5.2.26 
1% ** 3.00 
23% ** §.00 


“ 450 Special 28 In.-30z. 7.25 


Coronet Braids as illustrated above al- 
ways serviceable 30 in. long 3 oz. $ 


Coronet Braid—36 in. long 3} oz. $4.50 

,Gluster of 22 Puffs as illustrated $ D 75 
BISOVE. R E GA Aa 

Above prices do not include blonds, drah, gray or auburn up- 

on which we quote special prices on receiptof sample. Send 

us your order today enclosing long sample and mention item 

wanted. Enclose five cents to help pay cost of shipping, etc. 

New and complete Beauty Book giving the lat- 

estand most scientific methods of preservingand 

beautifying the hair and complexion; also show- 

ing latest styles in hair dressing; mailed to anyone on request 


PARISIAN COMPANY 
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4, 204 Security Bidg., 


Chicago, Ill. 
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stockings. 
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us your F 
old Ostrich feathers and from them ¥ 
we Will make a magnificent Willow 
Plume, faultlessly curled and dyed “aX 

your favorite shade—guaranteed to look as “<N =. ot 
well and to hold its shape and color, and wear as long as 
any Willow Plume you can buy from a dealer at three or four 
times the cost. If prices are not satisfactory feathers will be 
returned at our expense. References Dun’s, Bradstreet’s or 
Mo. Savings Bank. The work of cur 
Curling departments cannot be equaled. Write for prices. 


H. S. St i ” 
P nee cane Feather Co 


12 ins. high, 750 | 2G ins. $4.00 
is = $1.00 | 29 $? 5.00 


n’t you please 
metosomelittle 
for Christmas? 


I want a home and some 


to love me. I now 


live in a big, beautiful 
store but I want to belong 
to your little girl. They say 


utiful..- My hair is 


PY beautifulringletcurls,tied with 
apretty ribbon. My head is made 
of the finest bisque. My legs and 


ball jointed. I shut 


my eyes when I liedown to sleep. 
I have pretty shoes and lace 


Icame froma far-off 


country where they make the 
finest dolls. You can’t get as 


ll anywhere for the 


money they askfor me. I have 
lots of sisters, allsizes, blonde 


ette. Here they are. 


5. 


20 *“ & 1.50 | 31“ 750 
a * 9.25 | 34 “ 10.00 


8.00 | 38 “ 12.50 
order to-day and I’ll 


be shipped by express, carefully 
packed. Say if I’m to be blonde 


B. Nugent & Bro. Dry Goods Co. 
557 Broadway, St. Louis, Mo. 


Stern’s Make 


Willow Ostrich Plumes 


Dyeing, Cleaning and 


Kansas City, Mo. 
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Your Carpets 
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pets tous. We 
will make 
< them into 
sS beautiful 
rugs, and 
aid. A postal 


brings price list illustrated in colors, with 
full particulars. Address 


ALLEN RUG WEAVING COMPANY 


954 Michigan 


Street 


Buffalo, N. Y. 


Airships Make Unique onty Z Oc 


Xmas Gifts for Boys 


Complete for ascension. Sail 
like real ones. Easy to oper- 
ate. Amuseall. 534 ft., 30c; 


8 ft., 60c, postpaid. 
75e, with name and 
ciled on sides $1.00. 


BRAZEL NOVELTY CO, 


1707 Ella St. 


12 ft. by Exp. 
address sten- 


Cincinnati, O. 
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PATTERNS 
AT FIVE CENTS 


Here's a splendid chance to get a stylish dress pattern for a very small amount. 
Be sure to read the offer, take advantage of it, and then tell your friends how easy it 
is to purchase an up-to-the-minute pattern cheap. 


You will find each month in the Magazine a coupon to be sent with your 
order. This coupon entitles you to not more than two patterns at five cents 
each. If you want one pattern, send five cents with the coupon; if you desire 
two, send coupon and ten cents. (Send coin or stamps.) 


This coupon will appear each month, and thus every reader will have the chance 
to buy twenty-four patterns, if desired, at five cents each. Keep your coupons, if 
you can’t use them right away. It is money saved. 

Directions for the sending in of your order and measurement for these patterns 
will be found on the coupon. 


For every new subscription, or renewal, with which you send $1.00 we will extend your 
time six months and let you select SIX patterns FREE OF COST. Your pattern selections 
must be sent with the subscriptions. 


Tell your neighbor of the coupon, and send in her subscription. Address 


SUNNY SOUTH PUBLISHING COMPANY 


Pattern Department ATLANTA, GEORGIA 


i 
[i 


ka 
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DESCRIPTION OF PATTERNS ON THIS PAGE 


5177—Misses and Small Women’s Sailor Dress, Closed 5196—Ladies’ Dress, Closed at Front. Removable 
at Front. Removable Chemisette, Applied Yoke- Chemisette and Nine-Gored Skirt. Seven sizes, 
Facing and Seven-Gored Skirt. Three sizes, 14 32 to 44. 


to 18 years. 5203—Girls’ Dress, Closed at Back, and with Body 
5185—Misses and Small Women’s Dress, with Body of and Sleeves in One. Five sizes, 4 to 12 years. 


Waist and Sleeve in One, and with Over-Skirt. 518 9 Wal 

Suitable for Bordered Goods. Three sizes, 14 yT greta tte A adake peg rages 

to 18 years. pore À ži , A 
5184—Ladies’ Waist, Closed at Back and with Lining. 5190—Childs’ Yoke Dress, with High or Low Neck and 


Six sizes, 32 to 42 bust. g ae ot en. Die a to 5 years. 
saad = ress, osed a e ide of Front. 
5176—Ladies’ Eight-Gored Skirt, Closed at Left Side i. ‘ 
of Back. Six sizes, 22 to 32. Six-Gored Skirt. Seven sizes, 32 to 44. 


5197—Girls’ Dress, Closed at Back and with Body and 5180—Maids’ or Nurses Aprons. One size. 


Sleeves in One. Four sizes, 6 to 12 years. 5170—Ladies’ Corset-Cover. Seven sizes, 32 to 44. 
- 5173—Boys’ Suit—Blouse Slipped on over Head a d 
’ z » Cl a n 
E one m3 rien oe teas? Left Side Trousers without Fly and Finished with Leg- 


bands or Elastics. Three sizes, 2 to 6 years. 
5191—Ladies’ Ten-Gored Skirt, Closed at Left Side 5175—Girls’ Dress, with Removable Chemisette. Four 
of Back and in Instep Length. Six sizes, 22 : sizes, 6 to 12 years. 


to 32. 5194—Ladies’ Dressing-Sack. Seven sizes, 32 to 44. 
5181—Ladies’ Tucked Shirt-Waist, Closed at Back and 5208—Ladies’ 54-Inch Length Coat. i 
with High or Dutch Neck. Six sizes, 32 to 42. to 44. 3 nF 2s ar T: S 
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By HAROLD MacGRATH 


Author of ““The Man on the Box,” etc. 


\ A Splendid Hazard 


| A romance rich in exciting detail. 
' Writing confessedly and purely for the 
diversion of his readers, Mr. MacGrath 
has never written more effectively. Vew 
York World. | 

Like “The Goose Girl,” “A Splendid 
Hazard” hasa faint suggestion of the his- 
toric—enough to create an enthusiasm 
that holds till the last chapter. There is everything in it to 
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By KATE TRIMBLE SHARBER 


The Annals of Ann 


A delicious book, thoroughly “different” 
and as delightful as it is novel. The idea of 
having a romantic little Southern girl tell a 
series of love stories as they look to her is en- 
tirely fresh. It is accomplished with perfect 
good taste and an incessant flow of humor. 


Illustrated by PAUL MEYLAN. $1.50. 


By BRAND WHITLOCK 


Author of “The 13th District,” ‘The 
Happy Average,” * Her Infinite Variety,” 
“The Turn of the Balance,” etc. 


make a fascinating tale-—Nashvil//le Banner. 


It promises to be as popular as “The Lure of the Mask.”— 


Boston Globe. 


Illustrated by HARRISON FISHER and HOWARD CHANDLER 
CHRISTY. 12mo. Price, $1.50 postpaid. 


A Splendid Story of India 


The Native Born 


Or the Rajah’s People 
By I. A. R. WYLIE 


This romance is now the best sell- 
ing book in England, where it has 
justly created a profound sensation. 
Its sources of power are intrinsic — 
a large plan, characters vividly alive, 
scenes finely dramatic, a setting ro- 
mantic and picturesque, a style as- 
sured and eloquent. 


Illustrated by JOHN NEWTON 
HOWIT and F. GRAHAM COOTES. 


12mo. Price, $1.50 postpaid. 


TWO NEW RILEY BOOKS 


p| The Girl I Loved 


Like “An Old Sweetheart” this is a ro- 
mance in rhyme, a song-story of love. 
Pathos and humor are exquisitely blended 
in its stanzas, and at the end there is the 
same note of happy surprise that so delights 
our hearts in the earlier poem. 

GIRL I LOVED It possesses literary grace, poetic beauty, 
e warm human appeal and the peculiar charm 
p of Riley dialect. Mr. Christy in his pic- 


tures again catches the spirit of Mr. Riley’s inimitable verse. 
Pictures in color by HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY. 
8vo. Cloth, boxed, $2. Red Eng. Leather, $3. 


SONGS OF HOME 
A collection full of cheery encouragement and homely philosophy. 
Elaborately illustrated with Hoosier pictures by WILL VAWTER. 
12mo. Cloth, $1.25. Leather, $2.00 postpaid. 


34 UNION SQUARE 


The Gold Brick 


Each of the stories in the collection is a capi- 
tal tale of politics by a man who knows all the 
ins and outs of the great game. $1.50 postpaid. 


By the Author of “Half a Chance” 


The Social Bucaneer 


By FREDERIC S. ISHAM 


Author of “Half a Chance,” “The 
Lady of The Mount,” etc. The debonair 
young man who figures in Mr. Isham’s 
new romance is a sort of modern Robin 
Hood, bent on relieving the rich of their 
ill-gotten gains and distributing the booty among the common 
people. The application of this novel form of socialism to New 
York to-day involves him in hazardous adventures. 

“The Social Bucaneer” is by all odds Mr. Isham’s most inter- 
est-compelling romance. 


Illustrated by W. B. KING. 12mo. Price, $1.50 postpaid. 


By CHARLES TENNEY JACKSON 
Author of “The Day of Souls.” 


My Brother’s Keeper 


A great problem is at the heart of the plot— 
the duty of America toward her new children 
borne to her shores in the great tide of immi- 
gration. In working out this problem a group 
of typical American men and women become 
involved in a drama of love and hate, tense.and 
engrossing. Illustrated by ARTHUR WILLIAM 
BROWN. $1.50 postpaid. 


By LUCIA CHAMBERLAIN 


Author of ‘*The Coast of Chance’’ and 
“The Other Side of the Door.” 


Son of the Wind 


Miss Chamberlain’s new story is easily her most 
original, most distinctive production. Picturesquely 
set amid the pines and redwoods of higher California, 
the story breathes balsamic fragrance, and opens 
mountain vistas of lofty beauty. 


NEW YORK (| THE () BOBBS-MERRILL || COMPANY |) INDIANAPOLIS 


9-11 W. WASH. ST. 


the very end. 


By GEORGE RANDOLPH CHESTER 


Author of “Bobby Burnit,” ‘The Early Bird,” etc. 


Young Wallingford 


In Wallingford, Mr. Chester has created a 
genius. Heis a genius of chicanery, to be sure, 
but still a genius. In his own field, Wallingford 
carries his native power to its utmost reach. Does 
any genius do more? Heisa marvel of ingenuity, 
a wizard of wily ways. Ills. $1.50 postpaid. 


By ELEANOR M. INGRAM 
Author of The Game and The Candle.” 


The Flying Mercury 


“The Flying Mercury” commands a public of 
its own. Whoever has thrilled at the sight or the 
thought of the whirling cars, will find his thrill re- 
called and renewed. Whoever has loved will delight 
in this romance of the daring driver and the sweet, 
gentle, generous, brave and determined girl. Itisa 
theme of the moment, love in its latest setting. 

Beautifully illustrated by EDMUND FRED- 
ERICK. 12mo. Price, $1.50. 


nate the drawings. 


The New Rinehart Book 


The Window at the 


Mrs. Rinehart’s new story is com- 
pounded after the recipe which she 
has made exclusively her own. Ab- 
sorbing mystery, irrepressible hu- 
mor, incessant wit, quick action, 
abundant adventure, are all in it, to 
whet the appetite from the start and satisfy it only at 


By MARY ROBERTS RINEHART 


Author of “The Circular Staircase,” “The Man in Lower Ten,” 
“When a Man Marries,” “Seven Days.” 


Illustrated by A. I. KELLER, 12mo. Price $1.50 postpaid. 


First Cousin to Selina J ¿e 


The Road to Providence 


By MARIA THOMPSON DAVIESS 


White Cat 


“Selina Lue” was delightful, 
as thousands of readers bore 
happy witness. Now the cre- 
ator of “Selina Lue” has 
fashioned a character more 
delightful still. Sentiment, 
piety, worldly wisdom, humor, 
practicality and coquetry are 
about equally blended with 
the result that life seen through 
the compound is a beautiful, 
dignified, useful, serious, happy 
thing. 

Illustrated by W. B. KING. 12mo. $1.50 postpaid. 


A Delicious Comedy Novel 


The Steering Wheel 


By ROBERT ALEXANDER WASON 
Author of “Happy Hawkins.” 


Mr. Wason, who set the country ¢ 
laughing in “Happy Hawkins,” ` 
has written a new comedy novel. 
It’s as different as can be koti his 
first book, but even more amusing. 
In fact, it’s different from anything 
else. Itis as airy and delightful as an idyl of young 
love; as exciting as a big business fight can become; 
and all the time as funny as whimsical situations and 
the wittiest dialogue can make it. 


Illustrated by PAUL MEYLAN. 12mo. Price, $1.50 postpaid. 


A Gorgeous Gift By the Author of 
“The Girl From His Town.” 


Lovely Woman) First Love 


There are over thirty beautiful 
drawings by the most popular ar- GA H, 
tists of the day reproduced with C aetna au sae 


MARIE VAN VORST 


“The Girl from His Town,” Marie 


a skill never excelled in the his- | Van Vorst established her eminence 
tory of American color printing. and won her public as a writer of 
Appropriate brief poems accompany and illumi- 


love stories. This eminence she 
again reaches, this public she will not 
disappoint, with her new book. Its 


ope e . i t s f h P è 
Magnificently illustrated; lavishly decorated: he interest 1s of the heart and its sure 
| quisitely bound with inlay cover. 


appeal to the heart. 
Charmingly illustrated by 


Size, 11x12 inches. Ina box. Price, $2.50 postpaid. F. GRAHAM COOTES 


NEW YORK 
34 UNION SQUARE 


12mo. Price, $1.50 postpaid. 


INDIANAPOLIS 
9-11 W. WASH. ST. 


UNCLE REMUS’S HOME MAGAZINE FOR DECEMBER 


F THE GREATEST MAN OF 

MODERN TIMES, Theodore 
Roosevelt, journeyed one thousand 
miles, without price, to benefit the 
Uncle Remus Memorial Fund, how 
much more should you be willing to 
send a dollar, five, ten or more, to in- 
crease this benefit fund,one of the most 
meritorious in the South’s history? 


Uncle Remus’s Home Magazine opens 
wide its pages for this worthy cause. 


Could two propositions go hand in hand 
more suitably than these—that of contribut- 
ing to the fund for the perpetuation of the 
Snap-Bean Farm and the name of Joe/ 
Chandler Harris, and that of subscriptions 
to his own Magazine, and the two for the price 
of one? But we are going to do more. We 
are going to give you subscriptions to the full 


Copyright by Underwood & Underwood, Nw 
Colonel Theodore Roosevelt 


Joel Chandler Harris 


ESET 


> 


value of your generosity to this fund. These subscriptions are valued at $1.00 a year, and are to Uncle Remus’s 


| _ Home Magazine, founded by Joe? Chandler Harris. If you send ONE DOLLAR we will issue you a receipt for 
i that amount.as a-contributor to the fund, and give you a year’s subscription to Uncle Remus’s Home Magazine. 


¿< —— || Tf you send $5 we will issue a receipt for that sum and send five yearly subscriptions to any persons named. 


W HAT COLONEL ROOSE- 

VELT said about the Memo- 
rial Association and its worthy 
endeavor: 


“Glad to help the Memorial. I very 
earnestly hope that the movement to keep 
his house intact as a memorial will suc- 
ceed. I hope that not only Georgians 
but all lovers of literature all over the 
country will join to make the movement 
a success. I earnestly advocate the suc- 
cess of the measure to make a permanent 
memorial of him by keeping his home in 


perpetuity.) arin rice * 


The Home, and those things intimately 
connected with Joel Chandler Harris, will 
be purchased and permanently preserved. 
It was Joel Chandler Harris’ wish that no 
monument of cold marble should“ be 
erected to him, but the plan to turn his 
home into a memorial seems to be one of 
which he would particularly approve. 


W HAT MRS. WILSON, the president, 
wrote concerning the object of the 
Association: 


“The genius of Shakespeare has ever made the 
little cottage in which he lived, annually the Mecca 
of thousands. So it is on through every civilized 
country —homage is shown where merit demands. 

“In Joel Chandler Harris a spark of genius kindled 
a flame that sent its rays around the civilized world. 

“The aim and purpose of the Memorial Associa- 
tion is to make a Memorial of this home to our 
beloved Uncle Remus. To install a splendid library in 


art of the house— also, Memorial rooms where he 
lived and loved and worked. Then a room fitted as 
a Museum where the Colonial Dames, D. A. R., 
Daughters of the Conley and like organizations 


may place many priceless relics. Out upon the lawn 
we would place a fountain. Upon Snap-Bean Farm 
a play ground for children, having all modern feat- 
ures for the pleasure of the little ones, for they, above 
all, were nearest his great heart. Our aim is that 
this home shall, through coming ages, silently speak 
the helpful purpose of its Master, who, like the lowly 
Nazarene, spent his years in brightening and blessing 


HAT MR. ROOSEVELT 
said about Uncle Remus’s Mag- 
azine and its editor, Julian Harris: 


“I remember quite early during my 
term as president, when | was in Atlanta 
and made a special bid that Mr. Harris 
should be included in the lunch that was 
given me. And the exhausted herald 
who brought him explained to me that 
he had only gotten him there by blind- 
folding him and backing him in, so I had 
to settle down seriously to work when [| 
decided that he must come and visit me 
at the White House; and I would never 
have gotten him there at all if it hadn't 
been for his son, Julian Harris, to whom 
I am under many obligations, because he 
is continuing as a matter of love and 
duty the publication of Uncle Remus’s 
Home Magazine, which in the name of 
all the country I most earnestly wish the 
most prosperous career. 


~ the lives of others. 


UT DON’T DELAY. The Memorial Association will not make 
this wonderful proposition again. It cannot afford to. Now is the 
vital time; the deciding time. One dollar, or more, is not much to you, 
‘but suppose. 25,000 readers of Uncle Remus’s Magazine, and others, 
accept! Send these two propositions down into history as glorious 
achievements. Take no chances. It will be the happiest investment of 
your life. Posterity will bless such a purpose and such an act. 


Don’t worry if a subscriber to the magazine now. That cuts little 

figure in this.. It '‘means that there will be added to your present expira- 

| tion date whatever term your order implies. We would not object to 
issuing you a subscription for $10.00. We are glad to give you credit 


Mivvenctisest hives dived TO-DAY COUPON..............000000008 


UNCLE REMUS’S MEMORIAL ASSOCIATION, 
410 Peachtree Street, Atlanta, Ga. 


t inclose’ $=... Totus a certificate from 


Uncle Remus’s Memorial Association and —_______ yearly 
subscriptions to Uncle Remus’s Home Magazine. Send both to: 


i Ch TY, eS Sere AEE ABs e SE eT NB 


Stor R:; F. Dea 


| 
i 
| | Town tinna ee tate 
l 


Š N. B.—If you send more than $1.00 send a list of names and addresses 
to whom we shall send the Magazine. 


— — a L I 


MRS. A. McD. WILSON, President. 
MRS. THOS. F. STEPHENS, Treasurer. THEODORE ROOSEVELT, Honorary Vice-President. 


410 Peachtree Street, ATLANTA, GA. 


for any length of time, or we will gladly send a year’s subscription to 
each of ten names you furnish, or more. 


All you have to do is to fill in the coupon on this page and send it 
to the UNCLE REMUS’S MEMORIAL ASSOCIATION, 410 
Peachtree Street, Atlanta, Ga., with your money. We shall immedi- 
ately issue you a full value receipt as a contributor to the fund and have 
the subscription order filled. 


Send us your remittance today while the impulse is on you, while 
the sentiment is at white heat, now as never before, for both the fund 
and magazine. , 


ae (ee ee 


UNCLE REMUS’S MEMORIAL | 


ASSOCIATION | 


PRESIDENT TAFT, Honorary Vice-President. 
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Model 11 C—Five-Passenger Touring Car 


The price includes two complete and distinct sets of ignition—Bosch High Tension Magneto, gas lamps, generator; three oil lamps; horn and 
complete tool equipment. Special Mohair top; highest grade glass wind shield and top dust cover, $100 additional. 


Sliding Gear Transmission; three speeds forward and reverse. Cone Clutch; cylinders 4x41,” bore and stroke. Springs extra long and strong. 
Front axle “I” beam (drop forged), rear axle, semi-floating type. Wheel base (all models), 110 inches. “Standard from Tires to Spark Plugs.” 


There Is No Skimping In The Warren-Detroit “30” 


For 1911. 


We are giving you the best of everything. Were 
not being miserly, but sharing our profits. We are 
putting dollars and cents back into our car. YOU 
WILL GET THE BENEFIT NOW—WE’LL GET 
IT LATER. 

We claim we are giving the biggest value in the 
automobile market. It’s a broad claim, but we back 
it up with our car. 

We are giving you the best motor ever put into a 
car selling at less than $1,600. Cylinders cast en bloc 
with a 4x41/,-inch bore and stroke. Look at the War- 
ren; examine it; criticise it and compare it. There’s 
not a flaw to be found anywhere; there is no hidden 
disappointment. 

There’s a high-grade Bosch Magneto on the motor 
—on most popular-priced cars you pay extra for this 
very necessary piece of equipment. You'll find the 
best ignition system in the Warren-Detroit “30.” Two 
separate sets of spark plugs co-operate with the mag- 
neto and high-grade coil. 


Four 
Passenger 


Tonneau 
34x3 1, in. 
Tires 

all round 


Model 11B $1300 includes full Gas and Oil Lamp 
Equipment, Generator, Horn, Tools, etc. Top 
an? Wind Shield $100 extra. 


In a Warren-Detroit “30” you ride on semi-elliptic 
(front) and three-quarter elliptic (rear) springs; 


» 34x3¥,,-inch tires and a 110-inch wheel base give you 


the maximum of comfort. These features you'll ap- 


preciate when you begin to compare the Warren with 
other cars. 


We have placed an accelerator on the foot-board. 
It’s something you'll find missing in every other popu- 
lar-priced car. In the big, roomy tonneau there is a 
Coco mat (not carpet) on the floor and a heavy brass 
robe rail on the backs of the seats. There is more 
leg-room than ever between the front seats and the 
dash; pyramid aluminum on the floor in front. It’s 
refinement that makes the Warren-Detroit “30” 100 
cents value. 


You get style, grace and snap in this splendid 1911 
model of the Warren-Detroit “30.” There’s an 18- 
inch steering wheel with an aluminum spider and ma- 
hogany rim—a finish «qual to that of the finest car- 


Inside Drive 
Coupe 
35x4 in. 
Tires 
all 
round 


Model 11E $1750—Price includes Electric Head- 
lights with Storage Battery, Oil Lamps, etc. 


Its More Than Standard Value | 


riage; and sweeping steel mud-guards, with dust- 
aprons Letween them and the frame. 


The lubrication is the Splash system—long in use 
on the expensive foreign cars. Everything is a bit 
better than you secure on any other popular-priced 
car. We want you to understand what STANDARD 
CONSTRUCTION BUT MORE THAN STAND- 
ARD VALUE MEANS in the Warren-Detroit “30.” 

Compare the Warren-Detroit “30” for 1911 with 
any car anywhere near its price. Weve done our best 
to improve the motor—found it wellnigh impossible, 
and put our dollars into refinements—made our car 
the BIGGEST AUTOMOBILE VALUE IN THE 
WORLD. l 

“PERFORMANCE MEANS PROOF” is the title 
of a little booklet which tells you why the Warren- 
Detroit “30” has made good. If you’ll write us at 
once we'll send you this piece of literature along with 
a big, new, illustrated 1911 catalogue. 


Roadster 
with Dickey 
Seat 
34x3% in. 
Tires 
all 
round 


Model 11A $1200—Including full Gas and Oil Lamp 
Equipment, Generator, etc. Top and Wind 
Shield $90.00 extra. 


Some Proof of Motor Power 


The Warren-Detroit “30” beauty of line is backed up by one of the most 
powerful motors ever put in an automobile. In proof of this we have only to 
call attention to its performance at the Los Angeles Motordome, April 9, 1910, 
when a stock Warren-Detroit “30”, driven by Miller, made the remarkable 
time of 49 miles in 50 minutes. In the recent Fox River Trophy Event at the 
Elgin races, on August 26, the Warren-Detroit “30” stock model won second, 
being defeated by a high-power, expensive German car. 

e Warren-Detroit “30” averaged over 54 miles an hour, and this was a road 
race,—not a track event. At Wisconsin State Fair, in October, a Warren “30” 
did 59 miles in 60 minutes. We mention these facts, because one of the es- 
sential things in automobile success is to have a powerful motor. The motor 
must be powerful to make hill-climbing easy—it must be powerful to plough 
through sandy roads and do all the other stunts you want your car to do. 


Four Other Models, Including 


Handsome Fore Door type $1500: Torpedo type $1500: Round 
Tank Roadster $1200. Delivery Car (1000 Ibs capacity) $1300. 


A Real Opportunity For Dealers 


There is room for a few more live dealers in our organization—will you be 
one of them? Here is a chance to secure the agency for a car that actually 
defies competition. That’s another bold statement. But the car will make good 
on it. Supposing you write to us at once for our 1911 agency proposition and 
advance circular. It will show you just exactly what we propose to offer and 
what we are delivering for the money. You cannot afford to pass by this 
opportunity. Investigate now and you will have no regrets later. à 


WARREN MOTOR CAR COMPANY, 120 Isabella St., DETROIT, MICH. 
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Ohe EDISON 
PHONOGRAPH 


The Edison Phonograph is the peculiar 
and intimate invention of Thomas A. 
Edison, and always has and always will 
have the benefit of his own inventions 
and improvements. 

Itis peculiar and intimate because Mr. 
Edison invented the Phonograph idea; 
invented the particular instrument which 
he has selected to represent his idea; in- 
vented the Amberol Records which are 
long enough to do justice to any piece 
of music or other selection ; invented the 
sapphire point which reproduces them so 
faithfully and so accurately, with just the 
right quality of sound, and just the right 
volume for the home. 

These are some of the reasons why 
you should own an Edison Phonograph 
and why you should be sure itis an Edison. 

There are dealers in your town who 
sell the Edison and who will be glad to 
demonstrate its advantages. 

There is an Edison Phonograph at a price to 


suit everybody’s means, from the Gem at 


$15.00 to the Amberola at $200.00. 


Edison Standard Records 35c 
Edison Amberol Records (8 byse) 50c 
Edison Grand Opera Records 75c to $2.00 


The Edison Business Phonograph stands right at your elbow. With it, 
you dictate just as if you were talking to the man to whom you write. 


National Phonograph Company, 97 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J. 


